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LITTLE LOVING-HEART'S 

POEM-BOOK. 



TO LITTLE LOVING-HEART. 



Dear child, this book is meant for you, 

To be your very own ; 
If now you cannot read it through. 
Yet that you very soon will do. 

When you are taller grown. 



At first it tells of baby things, 

About the daisies bright, 
About your kitten as she springs. 
About the birds who fold their wings 

And go to sleep at night. 
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TO LITTLE LOVING'BEART. 

Then things that you as much will prize 

As daisies on the lawn, 
The summer birds and butterflies, 
The songs that ring along the skies 

At coming of the dawn. 

The swallows darting in the sun. 

All in the month of May ; 
While you, who love the spring-time fun. 
Toss lessons to the winds, and run 

To tumble in the hay. 

And then, in more melodious rhymes. 

It sings of flowers and streams. 
And whispers of those merry times 
When fairies hold their pantomimes, 
While you are wrapped in dreams. 

It tells of little children, too, 
Who live in dreary towns, 



TO LITTLE LOVING-HEART 

Who have no happy home like you, 
No skylark singing in the blue 
Above the sunny downs. 

It tells such things to make you start 

At children being sad, 
And living lonely lives apart, 
Because your name is Loving-heart, 

And you can make them glad. 



And oh ! it wants to make you love 
All creatures, great and Small, 

The sweet wild pets that round you move. 

The happy birds that fly above. 
Because God loves them all. 
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THE BIRDS AND I. 




■^ HE little birds go to sleep 
at night, 

And so must I ; 
The little birds sleep till 
morning light, 
And 50 must I. 

When morning comes 
they open their eyes, 
And so must I ; 
They sing~as they see the morning skies, 
And so must I. 



They sing to God their thanks and their praise, 

And so must I ; 
For'giving such beautiful nights and days. 

Oh, so must 1 1 




THK I.IITLi: BIRDS CO TO SLEEP AT NIGHT." 



DAISY-STARS. 

UCH darling little daisies 
Are shining on the lawn, 

They look as if the little 
stars 
Had fallen down at dawn. 

. I wonder if the angels, 
Who live in heaven so 
high. 
Throw down these little stars for me, 
Out of the morning sky. 




If I look up to heaven. 
At night when it is dark, 

I see, oh, such a number there, 
Each like a tiny spark. 



DAISY-STARS. 



But in the lovely morning, 
When I get out of bed, 

I sec the darling daisies here 
Down on the lawn instead. 
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THE SKYLARK. 

I THINK the little skylark, 
That flies so very high, 

Must reach right to the angels, 
Who live up in the sky. 

For when I hear it singing, 
To me it seems to say, 

** I am so very happy, 

Here where the angels stay/' 

And when I hear it singing. 
It seems as if I heard 

The voices of the angels, 
And not a little bird. 



happy little skylark, 
Away so very high, 

1 wish I, too, could sing like you, 
And fill the whole great sky ! 



THE BLIND DOLLY. 

I LOVE my little Fanny, 
My dolly that is blind ; 

Because she cannot see my face 
I am to her more kind. 



Her eyes got hurt one morning, 
I do not quite know how ; 

But, oh ! I love her so much more 
Than all the others now. 



For God loves little children, 
Who cannot see Him here ; 

And as my Fanny is to me, 
They are to Him more dean 




THE BLIND DOLLY. 



MY SILLY KITTEN 



You silly little pussy, 
I laup^h to see you try. 

By running up a lily, 
To catch a butterfly ! 



The flower bends down before you, 
Miss Puss, to your surprise ; 

The butterfly quite safely 
Over the garden flies. 




THE BUTTERFLY. 



LITTLE butterfly so 

bright, 
Is shining in the air, 
It seems so happy in the light, 
And dances everywhere. 

\'et only yesterday it was 
That brother Hildebrand 

Pound the hard case upon the 
grass, 
And laid it in my hand. 



It felt so \ ery stiff and cold, 
I thought it must be dead ; 
I did not think it could unfold 
Such lovely wings instead. 




THE BUTTERFLY. 

And mother says that baby Joan, 

Just like the chrysalis, 
Has broken through her tomb, and gone 

To live in endless bliss. 




SWALLOWS. 

The darling little swallows 

Are back again to-day ; 
What a long, drear)' time it seems, 

Since last they flew away ! 

"\"ou happy little swallows, 
You never know how cold 

The days grow when you go away, 
And leave our rafters old. 

We have the snowy winter. 
With days so short and dark ; 

I go to bed by candle-light. 
And rise before the lark. 



1 6 S^V ALLOWS. 

You won't believe this, swallows, 
Because when you appear, 

I shut my eyes before the sun, 
And wake with morning here. 



And oh ! we get so anxious — 
Even grown-up people do — 

And say, '' How late the swallows are:'* 
They long to see you too. 



I clapp'd my hands this morning, 
And ran to mother fast, 

I knew she would rejoice to hear 
That you had come at last. 




HAPpy LITfLE SWALLOWS, 



THE HONEY-BEE. 

O BUSY little bee, 
Do wait and show to me 
The way you make your honey from the sweetness of 
the flowers ; 

It seems so very clever 
To work so quickly ever, 
And never to grow weary through the long hot 
summer hours. 

Mamma makes jam so sweet, 
To give me as a treat ; 
But when I asked her yesterday to make some honey 
too, 




" O busy little bee. 



20 THE HONEY' BEE, 

She said it would be funny 
For her to make the honey, 
That I must go and watch the bees, and see the way 
they do. 



So please, dear little bee, 

Do stop and let me see 
Exactly how you make it, that I may show mamma. 

I knew that you were coming, 

Because I heard you humming, 
And now you will be making some, for here the 
flowers are. 




I NIGHTINGALK. 



MY PLAN. 

I WANT to hear a nightingale 
Sing when the stars are out ; 

It must be like a fairy tale 
That I have read about. 

But though to stay awake I tr)% 

And both eyes open keep, 
Before the stars are in the sky, 

I always am asleep. 

Last night I heard a song quite plain, 
And thought it must be dark ; 

But peeping through the window-pane, 
I saw a morning lark ! 

So I have made a secret plan. 
And mean to keep it quite, 

That when I grow a big, tall man, 
I will sit up all night ! 




" BUT 1 CO>fE 



'SUFFER THE LITTLE CHILDREN TO 
COME UNTO ME." 

Lord, I am but a little child, 

Yet I may come to Thee, 
Because on earth the Saviour smiled 

On children just like me. 



" SUFFER THE LITTLE CHILDREN TO COME UNTO ME." 

They ran to Thee, so glad they were 

To sit upon Thy knee ; 
I wish that I, too, had been there, 

With Thy kind arm round me. 

But I come now ; and mother says 

That though I cannot see, 
Thou still art here both nights and days, 

And always blessing me. 





•THOU, LORD, SEEST ME.' 

Jesus is always near me, 
And loves me night and day, 



26 " THOU, LORD, SEEST MEr 

And He will always hear me, 
And answer when I pray, 

I cannot hear Him moving 
Beside me as I go, 

Or see His face so loving, 
Yet it is here I know. 



Just as I can't see mother, 
Coming for '* her last peep *' 

At me and little brother. 
Because we are asleep. 

But then I know she sees us. 
As if we were aw^ake. 

And so I know does Jesus, 
Who never will forsake. 





GOD'S LOVE. 
God says we are to love Him, 
And so indeed I do, 



28 GOnS LOVE, 

Here sitting in the buttercups, 
Beneath the sky so blue. 

I love the loving sunshine, 
That makes the world so bright ; 

I love to hear the happy song. 
The wind sings day and night. 

The bees so honey-scented. 
The birds above that fly ; 

The clouds that look like woolly lambs. 
Along the fields of sky. 

The flowers upon the tree-tops 
He gives to bird and bee ; 

The flowers down here, like little stars, 
He gives to talk to me. 

If I but look and listen, — 
The sky, the trees, the ground, — 

I find the world so beautiful 
In every sight and sound. 



GOD'S LOVE. 

What can I do but love Him 
Who makes it all so fair ? 

Here sitting in the buttercups, 
I love Him everywhere. 




BIRDS' NESTS. 



FOUND a little nest to-day, 
Upon the way to school, — 

A lovely little soft round 
thing, 
All made of moss and 
wool. 

It seems so very wonder- 
ful 
That such a little bird, 
Who has not any hands like me, 
And cannot say a word, 




Should make that lovely little nest 
With just its beak and feet : 

Not father, though a great tall man, 
Could make one half so neat. 




.FKINCH'S NtbT. 



BIRDS I^ESTS 

But now I come to think of it, 
I learnt a verse one day 

About God caring for the birds, 
And this must be the way,— 

That just as mother teaches me 
To knit, and all the rest, 

So God has taught each little bird 
The way to build its nest. 





MY PETS. 

I HAVE a dear kitten, and she is my pet, 
And five little bunnies, who never forget 
To show five little noses whenever I pass, 
As much as to say, " We like clover and grass." 

I feed my dear kitten with plenty of milk, 
And her eyes are like stars, and her coat is like silk ; 
And I make for my bunnies a nosegay each day, 
From the hedges and fields, from the clover and hay. 

When I say to my kitten, " Come here, Kitty dear, 
I want you to kiss me," she comes, oh, so near. 



34 MY PETS. 

And Stands up beside me, as though she could speak, 
With her dear little loving nose close to my cheek. 

But my bunnies are shy, though they care for me too, 
And though they don't kiss me, I know that they do ; 
For they lay back their ears when I smooth down 

their fur, 
In the greatest contentment, although they can't purr. 
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THE LARK'S SECRET. 

" Why so happy, little lark, 
Right away so high, 
Singing up beyond the dark, 
In the morning sky?" 

" I will tell you, little child, 
Come away with me ; 
Come away on wings so wild,— 
Come, and you shall see I 



THE LARKS SECRET. 

'' Mount with me until you rise 
High into the air; 
Till you reach the golden skies, 
Bright with morning there. 



37 



'' Mount with me, my wings are strong, 
At the dawn of day ; 
Oh, you shall hear such a song ! 
Come then, come away ! •* 




THE SONG OF THE WIND. 

The wind is singing a song to-day : 
Do you wonder what it can have to say ? 
It says, '* Come out in the fields and play I 

For I am the wind, 

And I love to find 
The dear little children out in the sun. 
And I toss their curls as they jump and run ; 
Oh, nothing I love so much as their fun I 

For I am the wind. 

And love to be kind 
To the dear little children out in the grass ; 
I make the buttercups dance as they pass. 
And hold up their cups to each laddie and lass : 

For I am the wind. 

Never looking behind. 
But always delighted to dance and to play, 
With the dear little children who come out to-day, 
And love me who love them both here and away." 




OUT IN THE SUN. 



SNOWBALLING. 

The snow lies on the ground : 

Where should boys and girls be found 

But out in the snow, 

Making snowballs as they go ; 

So happy and so merry, 

Cheeks glowing like a cherry ? 

Oh, the wonderful delight 

Of the snow so crisp and bright ! 



Oh, the wonderful delight 
Of the snowballs hard and white I 
Now the battle has begun ; 
Has there ever been such fun ? 
No other game there is 
With half the fun of this. 
So come out in the snow, 
Come out : away we go ! 




OUT IV THE SMOW. 



DAYS OF SPRING. 

Out among the daffodils 

In the happy spring ; 
Running up and down the hills, 

While the thrushes sing. 

Out among the buttercups 

In the merry May ; 
Never once their dancing stops 

All the livelong day. 

Out among the cowslips sweet, 

Tossing cowslip balls ; 
How they jump, the nimble feet !- 

Catch it, ere it falls I 




DAYS OF SPRING. 



44 DAYS OF SF/^/NG. 



Climbing up the wooded hill 
Where the primrose flowers ; 

Filling baskets with a will, 
Through the happy hours. 



Running races full of fun, 
On the windy downs ; 

Running as they never run 
In the busy towns. 



Laughing just for very glee, 
Glad at everything, — 

Days are sweet as days can be 
In the happy spring! 
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HAY-TIME. 

Come out and tumble in the hay 

All lying in the sun ; 
Come out, it is a holiday, 

Oh, never was such fun ! 



Come out and tumble in the hay, 
And play the whole day long ; 

So merry is the month of May, 
It passes like a song. 



Come out and tumble in the hay. 
And play at hide-and-seek ; 

Beneath the haycocks hide away. 
Lie still, and do not speak. 



46 HAY'TIME. 

Come out and tumble in the hay, 
So soft and sweet it is ; 

I should just always like to stay, 
And live in hay like this. 



Come out and tumble in the hay, 
And have our dinner there. 

So dinner will be quite like play 
Out in the open air. 



Come out and tumble in the hay. 
And build a great hay-nest. 

Wherein like little birds to stay 
When we too want to rest. 
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THE RABBITS' HOLIDAY. 

The fairies they are gone to bed, 
They do not like the light of day ; 

But we can go and watch instead, 
The little rabbits at their play. 

Almost like fairy things they seem — 
Like fairy things in furry coats, 

With soft grey pinafores that gleam, 
Tied neatly round their little throats. 



They jump, and dance, and skip, and run, 
And are such happy little things ; 

The fairies cannot have more fun. 
Though they arc fairy queens and kings. 



THE RABBITS^ HOLIDAY. 49 

They nibble at the tender grass 

A moment, then away they go ; 
Their eyes are like bright beads of glass, 

Such saucy little eyes, you know I 

They sleep beneath the young green fern, 
Or play at hide-and-seek all day ; 

They have no history to learn. 
No spelling, and no verbs to say. 



I wish I was a rabbit too. 
And never had to read or write. 

Or long-division sums to do. 

But play and dance from morn till night 1 
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SUMMER. 



H^^SHE bees are all 

IS H| humming, 

The swallows arc 
coming, 

The gulls fly over the sea ; 
The cowslips arc springing, 
The streams arc all singing 

A song of summer to me ! 



The hills they arc glowing 

With primroses blowing, 
The white gulls float on the sea ; 

The birds in the bushes 

Sing loud with the thrushes 
A song of summer to me ! 




The corn is all carried, 
The swallows have tarried, 
The gulls fly over the sea ; 




Yet days of September 
Still love to remember 
That song of summer to me I 
!■: 2 




DOLLYS TREASURE. 



DOLLYS SEARCH FOR TREASURE. 

Thought Dolly one day, I have heard people say, 
If you go to the spot where the rainbow comes down, 



DOLLY'S SEARCH FOR TREASURE. 53 

Where it touches the ground there will always be 
found 
A casket of gold, or a bright golden crown. 

So next time it rained, she slipped out, and gained 
The spot where the rainbow seemed touching the 
ground ; 
It was red, blue, and green, but nowhere to be seen 
Was the gold or the crown, which she thought 
would be found. 

She searched all about, in the bushes and out, 
And deep in the grass ; but what there did she spy? 

Why a lark's little nest, with its eggs all at rest. 
And the lark singing over them up in the sky. 

She looked at each one of the eggs as they shone 
Like gold in the sunshine, all glowing and bright ; 

She looked at the sky, where the lark up on high, 
Seemed crowning the world with its song of delight. 



54 DOLLTS SEARCH FOR TREASURE. 

Then Dolly went home ; she was glad she had come, 
Though she had not found either the gold or the 
crown ; 
But she thought it far best to have found the lark's 
nest, 
With the lark in the sky, and the song coming 
down. 




SONG OF THE SPRING. 
It "}^^ «£n\ ^S^ SPRING, you bring the 

Of buttercups and daisies ; 
The sweet and everlasting rhyme 
if) Of skylarks singing praises. 

|l/> You hang the leaves upon the 
' trees, 

The flowers along the hedges ; 
You bring the swallows from the seas. 
And sun-warm southern ledges. 

You wake the nightingales deep strain 

In silent midnight hushes; 
You make the dayndawn rise again 

To jubilee of thrushes. 




56 SO\G OF THE SPRIXG. 

You give the robin to its wife. 

The wren to its small mother ; 
You make the woods to laugh i%ith life. 

More s\%'eet than anv other. 



You call the lambs to bound and run 
Among the sprouting heather ; 

The month-old rabbits dance for fun. 
All in the happy weather. 



You rouse the bee from winter sleep. 
And send his bright wings humming ; 

The butterflies from darkness creep 
To greet the roses coming. 



You touch the white breasts of the doves 
With summer s silver feather, 

And set them murmuring sweet loves 
All day and night together. 




SONC OK THE SPRING. 



SOXG OF THE SFRISG. 

And oh. the stream g-jes dancrag^ oq 
With light and laughter ringing. 

For spring, glad spring, brii^ back the sun. 
And sets the whole world singir^. 




THE LAND OF THE UNKNOWN. 

LONG the silent hill 
The dew lies white 
and still ; 
Come out and see 
the shadow- 
world before 
the sun shines 
down ; 

The stars 
are growing 
white, 
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Dim in the dawning light ; 
Come out and see the fairies' land, the land of the 
Unknown ! 



The moon, turned ghostly pale, 
Still casts on hill and vale 
The black mysterious shadows that only moonlight 
makes ; 
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Along the eastern sky 
Faint lines of amber lie, 
Come out and see the shadow-world before the 
morning breaks. 



The fairies still are here, 
Still rings their laughter clear, 
Still move their nimble feet among the daisies on the 
lawn ; 

(The damp of heavy dews 
Wets not their little shoes) 
Oh, merriest dance of all the night, that dance before 
the dawn ! 



The birds are still asleep. 
The bees in silence keep. 
Nought comes to stop the fairies in the shadows of 
the moon ; 
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For this one hour alone 
The world is all their own, 
Oh, such a merry dance they have to such a merry 
tune I 



The moon grows paler yet, 
The shadows, black as jet, 
Grow lighter now and lighter, in the twilight almost 
gone; 

The fairies trip away, 
The touch of coming day 
Takes all its mystic beauty from the land of the 
Unknown. 





NELLIE'S WALK THROUGH FAIRYLAND. 

'' Oh, how it rains !" cried little Nell, 
As drop by drop ran down the pane ; • 

*' I know the Fairy-Book quite well, 
And I want to go out again/* 



Poor little Nellie felt forlorn, 
She had not any game to play. 

Her doll was ill, her ball was torn, 
And here was this long rainy day ! 



So down she sat, quite cross and glum. 
On the large cushioned window-seat. 

And wished the fairy queen would come 
And bring her sugar-plums to eat. 
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Soon she was walking in a wood, 
A lovely wood, with trees so tall ; 

When suddenly before her stood 
Red Riding-hood, basket and all. 



And Nellie ran to her : cried she, 

** I thought rd meet you some day, dear; 

IVe read of you — do you know me ? 
Tm Nellie, and I live close here. 



** I knew you were alive. Nurse said 
It was so silly, to be sure, 
To keep such nonsense in my head — 
You were a story, and no more. 



** But I knew better. Show me, do, 

The butter-pats. Yes, there they are. 
Just like my book ; but was it true 
The wolf ate up your grandmamma?*' 
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' No," said Red Riding-hood, " not quite; 

He meant to do so all the same, 
And put us in a dreadful fright, 
But Jack the Giant-killer came." 
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'' Oh, Jack," cried Nellie, '' I know Jack,- 
I mean IVe read of him, you know. 
Oh, do, Red Riding-hood, come back 
And show him me, I'd like it so." 



So up they went, this pretty pair : 
The swallows flitted through the trees : 

Said Nellie's friend, ** Look, that one there 
Bore Tottie all across the seas." 



Then Nellie called out to the bird, 
'' I'm glad to see you, dear;" when lo! 

A rustling sound of wings she heard. 
And saw eleven swans like snow, — 



With on each head a golden crown, — 
Fly over them ; and Nellie cried, 
** I wish, white swans, you would come down 
And speak to me." But they ^1 sighed. 
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And said, ** Dear Nellie, we can't stay ; 

We have a long way yet to soar 
To see our sister, for when day 

Closes we shall be men once more/' 



On through the ferny path they sped, 
The rabbits popped out everywhere, 

The birds kept singing overhead. 
Said Nellie, "Are we nearly there?" 



'* Tis some way," said Red Riding-hood ; 
'* But on our road we will just peep 
At Beauty, who, so sweet and good. 
Has been a hundred years asleep." 



'* Oh, yes, I love her ! " Nellie cried ; 

'' Is that her castle ? Oh, how grand !" 
For soon a golden gate they spied. 
And went in through it hand in hand. 
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SLEEPING UEAUTV'S CASTLE. 



73 NELLIES WALK THROUGH FAIRYLAND, 

The dogs were fast asleep all round, 
Each horse was sleeping in his stall ; 

The pigeons slept without a sound ; 
The porters in the marble hall, — 



The cooks, the grooms, the maids, the cat, 
Were all asleep, so fast and still, 

That close to pussy's nose a rat 

Was sleeping without thought of ill. 



Then little Nellie held her breath. 

She did not like it all so dumb ; 
And shuddering, thought it must be death. 

And wished the handsome prince would come. 



Along the golden stairs they crept 

Without their shoes, to make less sound. 

And came to where the princess slept 
On satin bed, with gold all round. 
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She looked so lovely : long bright curls 

Over the shining pillows fell ; 
With cheeks like roses, teeth like pearls, 

And hands like lilies— so thought Nell. 



Then said she to Red Riding-hood, 
** rd like to kiss her, she's so sweet ; 

I will not wake her, I'll be good/' 
So up she went with noiseless feet, 



And kissed her lips quite soft and Ifg^ii^; 

But as she did so Beauty smiled. 
Till Nellie was in such a fright, 

Fearing to waken her, poor cKUd! 



Then said her friend, ** You need not fear, 
She must sleep till the prince coraes by. 

So Nellie whispered, " Good-night,.4 
And down they crept quite silently. 
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And as they through the gateway went, 
They saw the prince come riding in, 

Looking so brave, and so intent 
The princess for his bride to win. 



And Nellie was so pleased at this. 

She called, *' Make haste, dear prince, and see 
How beautiful the princess is ; 

I kissed her, and she smiled to me !" 



So the prince rode into the yard. 

When every dog began to bark ; 
The horses neighed, and all the guard 

Sprang to their feet. Said Nellie, '\ Hark I '' 



** They surely must be all awake ; 
How happy they will be at that. 
I wonder, though, will pussy make 
A spring at that poor sleeping rat ! '' 
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Then Nellie and Red Riding-hood 

Went further on in search of Jack, 
On through the beautiful green wood, 

With blue-bells all along the track. 



" Those are the bells the fairies ring,*' 

Said Riding-hood, *' when day is done. 
They come out here, and dance, and sing, 
And ring these bells, and have such fun." 



" Then Cinderella's godmother. 

Said Nellie, '' she must live close here, 
Fd like a godmother like her ; 
I only see mine once a year/' 



" There's Jack ! " her friend exclaimed. '* Look there ! " 
And there stood Jack among the trees. 
With bright brown eyes and curly hair, 
All waving in the summer breeze. 
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Then Nellie clapped her hands for joy, 
And ran to him, and kissed his cheek ; 
'* O Jack, you're such a darling boy I *' 
Cried she, with hardly breath to speak. 



'* I love you so because you're brave ;" 

And Jack looked very pleased, and said, 

'* I'm only trying to behave 

As a boy should — " *' Oh, but his head, 



'' The giant's head," cried Nell. '' O Jack, 
I should not like at all to do 
Such things— to g(ti a sword and hack 
A giant's head off! how can you?" 



''Well, but he was so wicked, dear," 
Said Jack ; "for cruelty renowned ; 
He frightened people far and near, 
And ate up all the babies round." 
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'' Ah, yes/' said Nellie, '* now I see ; 

But was the beanstalk very high ? '' 
'' You mean the other Jack, not me,'' 

Said Jack ; '* it reached right to the sky : 



** Till some one lately cut the stalk, 
And left Jack in a castle there." 

** Then that," cried Nell, *' is why they talk 
About a castle in the air" 



*• Have you seen Beauty and the Beast?" 
Asked Jack. *' If not, you'd like to go ; 
You ought to see the Beast, at least, — 
He is so very kind, you know." 



Then Nell and Jack went walking on 
Till a bright garden they descried, 

And there saw strolling in the sun. 
The Beast and Beauty, side by side. 
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Then Beauty came to where they stood, 
Saying, '* Come, Nellie, come and see 

My Beast, who is so dear and good. 
He seems quite beautiful to me/' 



'' So all the Fairy-Book is true ! '' 

Cried happy Nell ; '* IVe thought so long." 
*' Oh, yes,'' said Beauty, '' true all through ; 

But people sometimes read it wrong." 



Then Beauty stooped and kissed her eyes- 

And Nellie opens them to see 
Her own mamma, who, smiling, cries, 
*' Wake up, my pet, and come to teal" 





NF.I.].[K CDINT. INTO THK HALL-ROOM. 



THE FAIRIES' BALL. 
The fairies gave a ball one night, 

And sent their coach for little Nell : 
The moon was up and shining bright, 

And all the glow-worms shone as well. 
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She found it such a splendid feast ; 

Nell never went to balls so late, — 
(She'd been in bed an hour at least. 

For all the clocks were striking eight). 



The fairy queen looked pleased to see. 
That she within the palace stood ; 

And when Nell turned, who should it be 
But Sleeping Beauty in the wood ! 



Then Jack the Giant-killer passed, 
And asked to dance with little Nell ; 

And round and round thev flew so fast, 
While such a lot they had to tell. 



Jack told her what hard work he had 
In killing giants, grim and tall ; 

So tired he got, he was quite glad 
Sometimes to go out to a ball. 
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Her partner next, with gentle purr, 
Was Puss in Boots, — but as he sat 

Beside her in his sable fur, 

She saw it was her own dear cat. 



'* Sambo ! '' cried she, " how came you here? '' 
But Sambo answered her so meek, 

" I followed you, my mistress dear,'' 

And rubbed his head against her cheek. 



Then came the ugly little duck, 

Who spoke quite dolefully, and sighed 
About no partners, and bad luck. 
" ril dance with you, dear Duck,'' Nell cried. 



The duck smiled — such a smile ! Said he, 
As down they sat to rest again, 
'* You are most kind to dance with me, 
Because I am so very plain." 



So THE FAIRIES BALL. 

" You're not so very plain," said Nell ; 

" You don't waltz well, but then you're young ; 
You'll be a swan one day as well. 
And people then will hold their tongue." 



Then she refuses one who begs 

For the next dance, a naughty sprite. 

Who makes the cuckoos lay their eggs 
In sparrows' nests, all out of spite. 



*' No," says she to Red Riding-hood ; 
'' I won't dance with that cruel boy ; 
He helps the spiders in the wood 
To spread their nets, and flies decoy." 



Tom Thumb came next, who, though so small 

He was quite difficult to see — 
Looked so important, one and all 

Made way for him as some grandee. 
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He bowed profoundly, doffed his hat, 
Was so polite, she felt quite shy, 

And found it very hard to chat. 

Though he was scarce two inches high. 



But supper-time arrives : each dish 
Of purest gold on golden legs. 

Filled with gold pheasants or gold-fish, 
With golden pippins, golden eggs ; 



And by each guest a golden cup. 

Cut from a water-lily stem. 
For wine of dew and pearls crushed up. 

That sparkled like a lovely gem. 



Then Nell went home in great delight, 
And slept till startled by a purr ; 

And there upon the pillow white, 
Lay Sambo in his sable fur. 
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THE CASTLE IN THE AIR. 

Nellie was lying on the grass, 
Weary with tossing cowslip-balls ; 

When suddenly it came to pass, 

She stood beside some wondrous walls. 



Resting on nothing, like a cloud, 
So shining and so bright they were, 

That Nellie laughed, and cried aloud, 
** IVe found the castle in the air ! " 



The gates rolled back, and in walked she, 
Over a floor as white as snow, 

But so transparent, she could see 
What happened in the world below. 

G 2 
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The rooms were hung with green and pink, 
With blue and purple, all confused ; 

Nellie was puzzled quite to think 
How many rainbows had been used. 



The windows, too, were very queer — 
Each pane a magnifying-glass. 

That made the stars all seem so near, 
She did not like to have to pass. 



She came into a room at last, 

Where everything went whirling round, 
Like a kaleidoscope, so fast 

She could not keep upon the ground, 



But was caught up, and spun round too. 
All coloured, never twice the same : 

First she was red, then green, then blue- 
Nell thought it such a funny game. 
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But soon it changed into a row 

Of looking-glasses, all so bright 
With gold and silver, shining so, 

She was quite dazzled at the sight. 



But being just a little vain, 

She peeped in one — then started back : 
Instead of her own face again, 

Seeing a rabbit, old and black. 



She looked into the next, and there 
A great white owl so solemn sat. 

The next one held a growling bear. 
So Nellie ran away from that. 



And glanced into the next with dread, 
Lest something fearful might be seen ; 

But there she saw the loveliest head 
Ever possessed by fairy queen. 
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" Oh, fair)' queen," she cried, " come out, 
And talk to me ; it is so dull 
All by myself to \\-alk about. 

Though the place is so wonderful/' 



So dowTi the fairy steps, and says, 
" Fm not the fairy queen ; but see, 

ril take you up where you may gaze 
Upon her as she drinks her tea." 



They marched into a golden court 

WTiere sat the queen, dressed out so fine. 
** How ver}^ funny !" Nellie thought : 
** She is so like that doll of mine ! '' 



** It is your doll," the fairy said ; 

** She's been repaired, and made quite new 
With eating sawdust, and her head 
Has been stuck on with lots of glue. 
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'* She has her hair curled every day, 
And wears at least a hundred frocks, 
And hats to match, with feathers gay, 
And has no end of shoes and socks." 



" The clock is striking ten ! " Nell said ; 

** Fm always fast asleep by eight." 
'* Oh, no one ever goes to bed 

In fairyland, however late," 



Remarked the fairy ; '' nine or ten 
We think the proper time for tea." 
** rd like to live here always, then," 
Cried little Nell, in highest glee. 



*' The * wishing-room ' is here close by," 
The fairy said ; ** wish what you please, 
And anything in earth or sky 

Will drop down with the greatest ease. 
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*' Mind, only when the presents come 
You must accept them, or go through 
A monster long-division sum. 
That will take forty years to do I " 



*' rd like a pony best," said Nell ; 

** One with a tail to touch the ground, 
rd like a mince-pie, please, as well," — 
And suddenly there was a sound 



Of trotting, and then came across 
And stood quite still by Nellie's side. 

The tiniest little piebald horse, 
All ready saddled for a ride ; 



While, struggling with the heavy weight. 
Followed twelve sprites, who bore a dish 

On which was a mince-pie so great, 
Nellie repented of her wish. 




I'D LIKE A PONY BEST," SAID NELL. 
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" Whatever shall I do with it." 

She thought. *^ I wish Td never come. 
For if I leave a single bit, 

rU have to do that dreadful sum !" 



'* I never could eat all that pie ! " 
She cried ; '* not if I ate all day. 
Oh, fairy, first I'd like to try 
To ride the pony, if I may?" 



She mounted, and away they flew. 

Flew through the palace, through the air ; 

And as they went, the pony grew 
Into a swallow, then and there, 



And darted down from tree to tree ; 

But suddenly its wings turned white, 
Its body hairy, like a bee. 

Humming away with all its might. 
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And Nellie opens her blue eyes, 

Roused by the buzzing, and they fall 

On a big bumble-bee, who tries 
To get into her cowslip-ball. 





"the clock had only just struck four. 



THE FAIRY LAKE. 



Nell had a fairy godmother, 

Who, when she wished for her, would come, 
And make all creatures talk to her, 

That otherwise were shy and dumb. 
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" Come," said the fairy, " come this way ; 
The beetles' summer has begun. 
You'll see them on the lake to-day. 
Out in their boat, all in the sun ! " 



The clock had only just struck four ; 

It was delightful, Nellie said. 
To stand upon the fairy shore, 

While every one was still in bed, . 



The little rabbits were so tame. 
All chatting in their coats of fur ; 

And wrens and bright cock robins came 
Without a fear to talk to her. 



And butterflies stood on her hand, 

And said they'd just been drinking cream,- 

Nellie could hardly understand, 
It was so very like a dream. 
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The beetles had been some time up, 
And were so merry, every one ; 

They'd eaten each a buttercup 
For breakfast, so were full of fun. 



Such a grand boat they had, so bright. 
And rowed by beetles dressed in green ; 

(You never saw so strange a sight. 
For no such sight was ever seen !) 



High in the stern, of shining hue, 
A bluff red admiral there was ; 

And at the prow, in navy-blue, 
A dragon-fly, with wings of gauze. 



And Lady Violet was there, 

With sweet Miss Daisy from The Lawn ; 
They quite enjoyed the morning air, 

And sang a song about the dawn. 



THE FAIRY LAKE. 




THE FAIRV LAKE. 



Sir Glow-worm, too, stood up behind, 

And kept his lantern all aglow — 
' In case," he said, " in case the wind 

Should blow the sun's lamp out, you know.' 



They were so merry, all the set, 
Nellie so wished she was as small 
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As Daisy or as Violet, — 

For once she hated being tall. 



She did so wish she too could row 
In such a boat across the lake ; 

But, somehow, as she wished it, so 
She heard nurse say, '* It's time to wake/' 





THE LITTLE WATER-SPRITE. 

IHERE was a little 
water-sprite, 
Her name was Lulaline ; 
Amid the water-lilies white 
Sometimes she might be 
seen. 

She was a fairy child, you 
know, 
And fairies are such things. 
Like fishes they can dive below, 
Or fly like birds on wings. 

And so this pretty Lulaline 

Could sit secure and cool 
Upon those lily leaves so green 

You see in some lone pool. 

H 
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There would she sit the summer day, 
Singing a song so bright ; 

You never heard the song, you say, 
And don't believe it quite ! 



Ah ! that, perhaps, is just because, 
When you quite near her stood. 

You did not notice where she was. 
Or listen as you should. 



Well, one day in the month of June 

Lulaline liked that time. 
She always sang a lovelier tune, 

And wove a lovelier rhyme. 



I think you, too, you boys and girls. 
Like best those long, sweet hours. 

The sunlight falling on your curls. 
Deep lying in the flowers. 
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I think you, too, like Lulaline, 
A lovelier song would sing. 

If only you knew what they mean, 
Those flowers, and everything. 



If you were like a water-sprite. 
For water-sprites know well 

The wondrous things of day and night, 
And all they have to tell. 



Well, Lulaline, as I have said, 

Sat singing one June day. 
When down to that lone lake there sped 

A human child at play. 



It was a little orphan boy, — 
No home like yours he knew. 

Yet life to him was one long joy. 
For like a flower he grew, — 
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A flower upon the mountain steep, 

Tossed by the winds, and wild ; 
The mountain torrents hushed to sleep 

This loving little child. 



With birds and bees he sucked the flowers, 

And purple berries ate ; 
With rabbits he would play for hours, 

And was the squirrels' pet. 



But roaming near the lake that day^ 

As Lulaline sang long. 
He stopped beside it in his play. 

And wondered at the song. 



He heard her song, you see, this child. 
Who, born a child like you, 

Yet knew and loved the creatures wild. 
And all the flowers that grew: 



TC2 THE LITTLE WATER SPRITE^ 

Loved all God's little hidden pet5 
In wood and stream and sk\% 

The creatures that the worid forgets. 
Wlio live, and love, and die 



Far from the busv haunts of men : 
But the\* who, like this bov. 

Live ^ith and love them wdK oh. then 
They know another joy. 



And so. you see, the>* understand 

Songs of a water-sprite. 
Well, as this child stood on the land. 

And listened with delight. 



Sweet Lulaline moved from her seat. 

Among the lilies pure, 
And stepped along with ros>^ feet. 

Until she reached the shore. 
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She took the boy s delighted hand, 

And led him back across 
The leaves, which like a pathway spanned 

That lake from source to source. 



Then when they reached the lily fair 

That was her special seat, 
Down to the depths she bore him there, 

Down to her home so sweet. 



Among those high, green weeds you see. 

Growing like forests tall. 
Beneath the water silently, 

There stood her fairy hall : 



A wondrous place, so full of light. 
The light of pearls and gold, 

And diamonds so strangely bright. 
They shone like stars untold ; 
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And rubies in a crimson gloir. 

And amethysts all blue : 
It seemed of rainbow's built, vou knon* 

Qlow think it can't be true ?). 



Well, Lulaline took Amodine 
(That was this dear child's name) 

Down to her home beneath the green. 
Sweet singing as they came. 



And now if you want more to know 

WTiat Amodine saw there. 
You first must love all things that grow 

In water, earth, and air. 



You first must love all things that move 
Among the trees and Howers, 

And then you shall have more to love 
In shining fairy bowers. 




"COME AND TELL ME YOUR STORY." 

THE SWAN'S STORY. 
' Come and tell me your story, 

swan, with a breast of snow ; 
Your wings in a soft, white glory, 
Float round you as you go 1 " 



The child lay still in the meadow. 
Deep in the summer grass ; 
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The swan sat still on his shadow, 
In water as still as glass. 

Then it seemed to the child's glad dreaming, 
The swan, like a human child. 

Gazed at him with kind eyes beaming. 
And told him this story wild. 

'' It was many and many a winter ago, 
There was snow on the hills, most terrible snow. 
And the lake was hard frozen a fathom below. 



'' I was famished and cold, and I rose in the air; 
But the air was all blackened, and death-like, and 

bare, 
And frost reigned alone in the utter despair. 

'* Then I saw in the distance a castle so tall. 
And flew to its tower, and stood on the wall ; 
' I am starving ! ' I cried ; but none answered my call. 
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'* It grew colder and colder, and dark was the night, 
But the place seemed deserted ; and, ghastly and 

white. 
Stood up in the darkness, a ghost of the night. 



'* Then I sang as swans sing when they know they 
must die ; 
It is strange, thrilling music, between a deep cry 
And the song that the angels sing up in the sky. 



'* If a mortal ear hears, and a mortal heart stirs, 
At the sound of that singing some blessing is 

hers. 
For her soul must be loving and goodness prefers. 



'' There came to the casement a sad, lovely face, 
And soft hands reached out to me wondrous in 

grace, 
And to her warm bosom she drew me apace. 
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'' She soothed me, and fed me, and hushed me to 
sleep, 
But all that long night in the darkness so deep, 
I felt that her sad eyes did nothing but weep. 



**When morning came back, I flew down from her 

knee; 
* Dear Princess,' I cried, ' for your goodness to me, 
I can gain you your wish, whatsoever it be/ 



** *I am here as a captive,' all sobbing she said, 
* For the love of a prince who to-day will be dead, 
By command of the king, who would wed me 
instead. 



*' 'In that castle afar, — do you see where it lies. 

With its grim iron walls like a blot on the skies ? — 
There, at noon-tide to-day, he for love of me 
dies/ 
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*' * Nay, dear Princess/ I said, ' I will bring him to you. 
Let me out at the casement without more ado ;' 
So away to the grim-looking castle I flew. 

*' * Ho, ho ! ' cried the warder, ** a swan flies this way ; 
Some good luck must happen, without much delay, 
When a swan flies across at the dawning of day.' 

** At his feet I flew down : ' Gallant warder/ I said, 
* In the ice of the lake lies the king, stiff and dead. 
And the prince here imprisoned the princess shall 
wed : 

** 'Lead me in to his presence.' The man led the way, 
And, drawing the bolts, let in me and the day 
To the dungeon so dark where the noble prince lay. 

** Then I said, * I am here, O Sir Prince, you to bear 
On my wings to the feet of the princess so fair : 
Mount, mount !' and I bore him away through the air. 
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' Arrived at the tower, in robe of bride white, 
The princess stood waiting for him to alight. 
'Take,' I cried, 'take my thanks for your kindness 
last night.' 

" And thus they lived happy for ever, I know ; 
So this is my story of days long ago, 
And why I still float in a glory of snow." 





THE OWL-PRINCESS. 

A PRINCESS there was who was lovely and young, 
She filled with her laughter the sweet summer 

long; 
But a witch came that way, and she envied her 

song. 



So jealous was she that in fury she said, 
'' I have not the power, or you should drop dead ; 
But you as an owl shall wander instead." 



** Ah, no ! '' cried the princess, '' if it must be so, 
Then make me a dove, that all day I may go 
And mourn in the silence my lifetime of woe." 





















^^^^^^ 
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*'Oh!*' answered the witch, *' if I made you a 
dove, 
Why, that would be something which all men 

might love, 
But owls they are hated all creatures above. 



'* If there ever should live — be it peasant or peer — 
A man who is mortal, and yet loves to hear 
The sound of your screech as it falls on his ear,— 



'*Then, then, oh. Princess, you are free from my 
ban ; 
But hope not to find such a kind mortal man. 
And strive to get free from my power if you 



So, deep in the forest, all lonely and old, 

The poor princess lingered through ages untold, 

And only went forth in the dark and the cold ; 
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For no man could love her, an owl of the night, 

But shrank from her presence, and shuddered with 

fright, 
As the scream echoed far on the desolate flight. 

Now in an old castle, all shadowed and grim. 
There lay a fair prince who was crippled of limb, 
And the night-time was time of sore anguish to him ; 

For sleep never came as it comes to the strong ; 
And through the dark hours so weary and long. 
The owl's harsh screech came to him as a song. 

His only companion through dark nights of pain. 
He welcomed the voice as we welcome a gain. 
And longed for its sound through the wind and the 
rain. 

The one living thing that was wakeful as he, 
It seemed like a friend with a deep sympathy, 
And its wild wailing voice his deep sorrow to be. 
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One long winter's night, when the wind blew around, 
And snow lay in drifts on the hard-frozen ground, 
The owl drew more near, and he heard the glad 
sound. 

Then he opened the casement in reach of his hand, 
And called to it, ** Come!" in such loving command. 
That the owl-princess felt no longer witch-banned. 

But she lingered awhile, not believing it quite 
That any should love her, an owl of the night ; 
So lingered for fear till the dim dawn of light. 

But when in the morning she saw the dear face 
Of the prince in that lonely and desolate place, 
She came to the casement and took heart of grace. 

Then he touched her white breast with his hand wan 

and worn, — 
And lo ! as he did so, that owl all forlorn 
Had changed to a princess as bright as the morn. 



LUCY'S GARDEN. 




No mother on her smiled. 



She was a little crippled thing, 
And could not walk or play ; 

She never knew when it was spring, 
Or saw the flowers of May. 
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In a dim town she had her home, — 

Not a sw^et home like yours, 
You happy children, free to roam 

About the hills for hours ; 



You love them all, the fields so green. 
The birds, the flowers, the bees ; 

This little child had never seen 
The country or the trees. 



She lay upon her poor hard bed, 
As she for vears had Iain ; 

And such a lovely face she had, 
Though worn and white with pain. 



One day a neighbour's child went up 

Into the dreary room, 
And in his hand he held a cup 

Of primroses in bloom. 



LUCrS GARDEN. 

" See, Lucy, what I bring !" he cried ; 
"You won't believe it, though ; 
I've been upon a real hillside, 
And seen the wild flowers grow I" 

Her face shone with a great delight, 
Her eyes were filled with tears ; 

Never had she seen such a sight 
In all her nine long years. 

She took the cup with trembling glee. 
Her weak thin hands stretched out ; 
" Oh, Jack," she said, " that hill must be 
The heaven I dream about : 

" And these must be the lovely toys 
Child-angels play with there ; 
They are too good for girls and boys 
Like us to play with here." 
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Day after day she kept the flowers 

Beside her little bed, 
And all the long and weary hours 

Seemed turned to joy instead. 



You children who have gardens gay, 
Gardens to call your own. 

All glowing in the summer day, 
Far from the great dark town, — 



You do not love with more delight 
To watch your flowers grow up. 

Than Lucy loved her garden bright. 
All in a broken cup I 



Those primroses— the common things 
You pluck and leave to die — 

To her were past imaginings 
Of aught in earth or sky. 
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So pure, so beautiful, they brought 
More than all life had given ; 

The kind God had sent down, she thought, 
A little bit of heaven. 



But soon they faded, day by day, 

Then Lucy faded too ; 
And when the last one died away. 

On earth she never knew ; 



For God sent down an angel bright, 

This little child to bear 
Away into His land of light 
That knows no pain, no want, no night, 

And flowers grow everywhere. 



JACKIES PRAYER. 

It was dark in the fisherman's cottage- 
An hour past midnight, and more — 

But the boat put out in the morning 
Had never come back to shore. 



The fisherman's wife in the darkness 
Stood waiting with straining eyes, 

For the sea had a hollow moaning, 
And clouds were hiding the skies. 

Then a flash came out of the blackness, 
And a rolling thunder-roar, 

That roused little Jack in the cottage, 
As nothing had done before. 
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Down the beach to his watching mother, 
He ran with his small bare feet, 

His curls in a golden tumble, 
And face like a cherub sweet. 



He slid his warm little fingers 

Into her hand so cold. 
But she caught him up to her bosom. 

Quick kissing his head of gold. 



*' My darling/' she cried, loud sobbing, 
*' Father has not come home ; 
He is out in the storm and the thunder, 
And the sea is all white with foam ! *' 



Then the child raised his head from her bosom ; 
*' Mother, remember,'' said he, 
'* The story you read in the Bible 
Of Jesus who walked on the sea. 




" FATHER'S JACK. 
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" Let US ask Him to walk out to father, 
And bring his boat in as before/* 
Then down on their knees dropped the mother 
And child on the desolate shore. 



" Please, Jesus," said little Jackie, 
" Do walk on the sea to-night ; 
For father is out in the thunder, 
And mother is crying with fright. 



" Please, just as you did in the Bible, 
Get into his fishing-smack. 
And bring it right home to mother. 
And me who am ' father s Jack.' " 



As he spoke, such a peal of thunder 
Came close to them overhead ; 

From the cliffs of granite behind them 
The sea-gulls screamed and fled. 




"DO WALK ON THE SEA TO-MUHT I' 
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But the child stood silently waiting, 

And looked out into the -storm, 
Expecting to see every moment 

The boat and his father's form. 

And the mother gazed up to the darkness, 
On her face was a great despair, — 

When lo 1 through a break in the storm-clouds, 
A star looked down on her there. 

" Look 1 look I" cried the boy. " Father's lantern! 
I see it quite plain, mother dear;" 
And a star through the storm of the waters 
Is coming each moment more near. 



He is safe, he is home in the cottage, 

With Jackie asleep on his knee ; 
And the wife says, " Praise Christ for His goodness 

In walking this night on the seal" 



THE LITTLE MATCH-GIRL'S CHRISTMAS 
FEAST. 

There lived a little girl called Rose, 

In a dark London room ; 
Far off the hills were white with snows, 

But here black mud and gloom. 

I do not know how such a name, 

So full of summer sweets. 
Came here where summer never came, 

To dreary city streets. 

She was not like the roses fair, 

No lovely face she had, — 
Its look was old and full of care, 

And sometimes very sad. 



if 
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Each day she tmdged through mud and cold, 

With matches in her hand ; 
How glad she was when some were sold 

You could not understand. 



For Rose had in her life forlorn 
One joy and love and pride,— 

The little brother who was born 
When her pale mother died,— 



The little child with crippled feet, 
Who could not walk or play ; 

But, oh, he gave her welcome sweet. 
When she came back each day. 



His thin white face against the pane 
Would watch each wintry night. 



I As though his love could see as plain 

( , In dark as in the light. 
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And when her weary step he heard 

Upon the broken stair, 
His heart with such a joy was stirred, 

He had not any care. 



No more of dark and cold he thought, 

Of hunger, or of pain ; 
His Rosy's presence all things brought. 

And gave him life again. 



And when she placed the hard-earned bread 

Upon his ragged sheet, 
He thought it was a feast instead 

Of food that few could eat. 



And Sunday, oh, he loved the day, 
For then no sad time came 

Of loneliness with Rose away. 
Through every week the same ; 

K 2 
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But all day by his side she stayed, 
And told where she had been, 

And quite a pretty tale she made 
Of sights that she had seen. 

She left out all the dreary part, 

The hunger and the cold, 
Nor told him how her little heart 

Felt all too soon grown old. 

She told him how the shops were bright 

With lovely Christmas trees, 
Where lanterns hung like stars at night 

Among the oranges ; 

And how the dolls, like kings and queens, 

Wore robes of gold and pink, 
And stared from out the evergreens 

With eyes that could not wink ; 
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How flags were waving everywhere 

Among the toys and drums, 
As if the Prince of Wales was there 

To see the sugar-plums. 



And then the books ! (she could not read), 

But, oh, they were so bright, 
With pictures beautiful, indeed. 

Of fields, and flowers, and light. 



And such a merry little lark, — 
Not one like people buy 

In Seven Dials, caged and dark, 
But singing in the sky; 



And funny little boys and girls. 
Not more than one inch tall, 

Who dance about and shake their curls, 
And have a moonlight ball. 
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And Tommy s eyes would shine for hours, 

To him it seemed as good 
As being all among the flowers 

In some delightful wood. 



When Rose came home on Christmas Eve, 

Beneath her shawl there lay 
A parcel, just to make believe 

A feast for Christmas Day. 



She talked with a mysterious air, 
And made her darling guess 

What things were likely to be there, 
But did not answer *' Yes ! " 



And when next morning in the cold. 
He woke and turned to see. 

It was quite lovely to behold 
His wonderment and glee. 
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There on a corner of the bed — 

No table did they own — 
A feast like fairyland was spread, 

Like fairyland alone. 



An orange on a grand green dish 

(A cabbage-leaf too big), 
And everything that heart could wish, 

Six raisins, and a fig. 



And actually (he rubbed his eyes), 
There was a little cake ! — 

Just like a penny bun in size. 
And very like in make. 



And, oh dear, more and more delight. 

Was ever joy so great ? 
Wrapped round in silver shining bright, 

A stick of chocolate I 
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So Tommy and his Rosy dear 
Had a great feast that day ; 

They thought no children, far or near, 
So happy were as they. 




A CHRISTMAS CHILD. 

It was the merry Christmas-time, 
But never came a sound of glee, 

Or carol sweet, or ringing chime, 
To that lone cottage by the sea. 

For the departed years. had wrought 
A love and want before unknown ; 

The Christmas babe their youth had brought, 
Had passed and left them more alone. 



It was the happy Christmas night, 

And as they sat with eyes grown dim- 
In years gone by so glad and bright — 
He turned to her, she turned to him ; 
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A wailing sound beside the door : 
Could the waves sob so like to tears? 

Or had there come to them once more 
A child to cheer the lonely years ? 



Then with uncertain steps the man 
Unbarred the door and flung it wide 

What is it that his keen eyes scan ? 
A bundle flung up by the tide, — 



A bundle with the sobbing face 

Of a young child. " Here, mother, come I" 
He cries ; '* God surely gives us grace, 

To bring this pretty baby home I" 



They took the wailing, trembling thing 
Into their hearts that Christmas night ; 

And evermore, from spring to spring, 
Their lonely lives were glad and bright, 







"their lonely lives were glad and bright." 



THE STORM-WIND. 

In darkness of night, on the tide flowing strong, 
The storm-wind comes riding and rushing along, 
And his voice is the sound of a terrible song 1 

Down the low level shore he sweeps on in his might. 
And the folks in the hamlets are wakened with fright ■ 
Oh, the king of the storm has got hold of the night I 

The drear, pathless moorland, the desolate hill, 
The bright, happy garden, and sweet, laughing rill, 
Alike he lays waste with his terrible will. 

The trees of the forest are lifting their hands, 

They must bow, they must bend, as the storm-king 

commands ; 
He is monarch of all over seas, over lands I 
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The green waving corn, like the far-away sea, 
Bends down at his presence, a pathway to be 
For the might of his feet, never more to be free. 

Oh,' he sweeps in his thunder for ever along. 

And nought can withstand him, resistless and strong. 

For his voice is the sound of a terrible song ! 




THE STRE-\MS SONG. 



Thr field was brig-ht -^-ita bamercups^ 

All ia the month ot May : 
The oaks and elms, with ti*>wer\" tops. 
Shone in the sunny day : 
And like a dream the happy stream went taughrng- oa 
its wav. 



The child sat still among the dowers. 
All weary* with his play : 
•* Oh, stream/' he said, ''you sing tor hoars. 
And never tire all day : 
If I come near, I too miijht hear all that vou have to 
say!" 



mr 




'. stream's sonc. 
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The little stream went laughing on, 

All in the month of May : 
The child upon the bank moss-grown, 
In silence listening lay ; 
And like a dream the happy stream sang to him far 
away. 



The hills are blue with heather, 
And there the wild bees gather, 
To scent the air with honey, all sweet for miles and 
miles. 

Where from the moss I bubble, 
Away from care and trouble. 
And only knowing happiness and thankfulness and 
smiles. 



All night the stars keep shining, 
So big, the sky seems shrining 
Some splendid, glowing jewels, not the little dim-seen 
sparks 
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Above a smoky city, — 
And, oh, it is a pity 
You cannot hear with me at dawn the chanting of the 
larks ! 

Each morning all the bushes 
Ring with the songs of thrushes. 
They are so glad, they must peal out their gladness to 
the sky ; 

Just as your city steeple 
Rings out the joy of people, 
So all the birds must peal their joy and praise to God 
on high. 

In that calm light of morning, 
The dew lies white adorning 
With pearls and sparkling diamonds the blades of 
grass and flowers ; 

Oh, you would see such glories. 
More wonderful than stories. 
If only you could come and see those unseen morning 
hours. 
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The butterflies come flitting, 
Or silently down sitting, 
Spread their bright wings as if to show God's light 
to them had come ; 

All in their glad perfection, 
Types of the resurrection, 
Uprisen like the angels from the darkness of their 
tomb. 

The free wild wind goes flying. 

Now laughing, and now sighing, 
Now setting all the leaves and flowers quick dancing 
in the sun ; 

Now through the midnight quiet, 

Sweeping in storm and riot, 
But ever wild and beautiful, and ever flying on. 

There, too, the moon s soft glory 
Is like a silent story, 
Too happy and too lovely to be told in common 
words, — 
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Until the dawn-lights gather 
Along the purple heather, 
And night s deep song of sleep is changed to morn- 
ing's song of birds. 

There winter snows lie dreaming, 
White as an angel gleaming 
From some fair land that never knows the toil and 
dark of earth ; 

Down here with all its brightness, 
You never see such whiteness 
As that pure snow which lies around the cradle of my 
birth. 

And when in days so frosty. 
The birds come down all thirsty 
To drink from out my rippling stream safe sheltered 
in the snow, 

I feel a joy and gladness 
Amid the wintry sadness, 
The life and joy of loving goes with me as I go. 

L 2 
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Ah, yes, that song of loving 1 
I am the one thing moving. 
The one thing bringing life and hope along the silent 
land ; 

Thus am I always singing, 
Always like joy-bells ringing 
A song that is the sweetest song, and all may under- 
stand. 




DOWN BY THE SEA. 




lOWN by 

the sea, by 

the beautiful sea, 

With all the white 

sails of the boats, 

The gulls overhead, 

and the wind 

blowing free, 

The nets and the 

fisher men's 

floats. 



Down by the sea, when the tide has gone out, 
And left the wide sands high and dry ; 

When all the bright puddles are lying about 
Reflecting the blue of the sky. 
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Down by the sea, on the soft velvet sand, 
To run like the wind and as fleet ; 

Oh, yes, it is better than all things inland 
To paddle with happy bare feet. 



Down by the sea, in the ripples so bright, 

To dance to the song of the breeze ; 
Though flowers may blossom, and birds take delight 

In far-away meadows and trees. 



Down by the sea, where the queer little crabs 
Run sideways with too many legs. 

Where jelly-fish lie, and the little flat dabs, 
And beetle-like cuttle-fish eggs. 



Down by the sea, where the shrimps swim about 
Among the brown weeds in each pool ; 

And purple anemones shining spread out 
Like flowers deep down in the cool. 





A DANCE IN THE SEA. 
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Down by the sea, how the bright ripples dance 

And laugh at the foot of the rocks ; 
And how the white wings of the gulls gleam and glance 

As down they come mewing in flocks. 



Down by the sea, comes the fishing-boat in, 
With herrings all shining and bright, 

And dog-fish who have quite a sinister grin, 
And don't look so good as they might. 



Down by the sea, while the great brown-sailed smack 
Runs down with the wind and the tide ; 

Oh, how we do long to be that little Jack 
Who stands looking over her side ! 



Down by the sea, in its magical spells 

We quite forget flowers and trees ; 
And, picking up sea-weeds or bright yellow shells. 

Think nothing so lovely as these. 
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Down by the sea, where the tide has tossed down 
Great flags of a yard long or more ; 

Such splendid salt relics to take back to town, 
To smell of the happy sea-shore. 



Down by the sea, there to lie on the beach — 
How warm the stones are and how soft ; 

To watch the great white sailing clouds out of reach, 
Far up in their ocean aloft. 



Down by the sea, where no bird ever sings ; 

What matter? the sea sings a song 
Far sweeter and wilder than all other things, 

A lullaby all the day long ! 



Down by the sea, just to sit on a rock. 
With feet in the creamy-white foam ; 

And never to think of a thing called a clock. 
Or dream of the place we call home. 
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Down by the sea, while the ships sail away, 
And gulls gleam and glance overhead ; 

We paddle and play through the sweet summer day, 
And quite forget going to bed. 

Down by the sea, by the sea that we love. 

So careless and happy and free ; 
Oh, who does not covet all pleasures above 

A holiday down by the sea ? 
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THE PRINCE OF THE SUMMER 

KINGDOM. 



E was Prince of the Kingdom of Summer ; 
The charm of its beautiful glow, 
From morning till night was his to delight, 
Who never a sorrow might know. 




There came never darkness of winter 
To dim his bright magical land ; 

No snow ever lay on the flowery way, 
No cold ever touched his soft hand. 



Oh, naught but the shadowless sunshine, 
And naught but the warm balmy air ; 

The leaves on the trees, and the flowers on the leas, 
Might enter his country so fair. 
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He strolled through his wonderful kingdom, 
The length of the full summer day ; 

He played with the flowers, or sat in the bowers. 
Or soft on the heather-bells lay. 



The birds in the trees sang triumphant 

Whenever their monarch drew near ; 
And all the night long pealed the nightingale's song. 

To fall like a charm on his ear. 



The leaves made a shadow above him, 

Wherever he lingered to sleep ; 
And the turtle-doves murmured '' We love him," 

And cooed in a lullaby deep. 



The flowers bloomed only the sweeter 

For press of his form on the grass ; 
And the ferns and the moss seemed quite at a loss 

Which green should the other surpass. 
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The butterflies rose in the morning, 

To dance and to gleam in his sight, 
As much as to say, through the long summer day, 

We live but to give you delight. 



The bees brought him honey, and fed him 
With sweets of the heather and gorse ; 

And the streamlet, wherever it led him, 
Ran pure as far up at its source. 



He was happy, you say, truly happy, 
This prince of a kingdom so glad ; 

This holiday game, where no care ever came, 
You say he could never be sad. 



At first all was rapturous wonder, 
" Oh, never ; oh, never," he cried, 

*' Can I weary of this, such a kingdom of bliss, 
I could not be sad if I tried ! " 
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And day after day did he wander, 

Delighted with all the fair scene, 
And day after day sped the bright hours away, 

In calm and in beauty serene. 



But soon such perpetual pleasure 
Oppressed him, although it might be 

In beauty more bright than aught else of delight 
'* I am weary of pleasure ! '* cried he. 



He went through his wonderful kingdom, 

With face growing hopeless and sad ; 
The flowers bloomed more gay, and the birds sang away. 

But naught made him any more glad. 



The sun rose more bright in the morning, 
The moon shone more softly at night. 

The stream sang along to the nightingale's song, 
But all failed to bring him delight. 
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'* I am weary," he cried, *' of enjoyment — 

Of nothing but beautiful forms ; 
These weak white hands long for employment. 

To fight and to grapple with storms." 

He lay on the bank of the streamlet 

Despairing, one long summer day ; 
The flowers shone more bright in that home of 
delight. 

And all the glad birds sang away. 

But he, prince of all, lay a-dying, 

Made weak by perpetual joy ; 
When down on the scene came a maiden serene. 

And gazed on the face of the boy. 

*' Arise, Prince,'* she said, '* I will lead you 
To where you will grow strong again ; 

This freedom from strife is not all of our life. 
Its best things are gained but through pain." 



r 
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She led him along the fair kingdom, 

And out to the drear world beyond ; 
The north wind blew cold, and the snow laid its 
fold 

Of death on the land all unsunned. 

But he of the kingdom of summer. 
The prince, felt life stirring once more. 

The north wind might blow, and the land be all 
snow, 
Twas better than summer of yore. 

She took him, the beautiful maiden. 

Away to the dark toiling town. 
And showed him the hearts heavy laden, 

And lives with hard burdens weighed down. 

And he of the kingdom of summer 
The prince, grew more glad and more fair, 

And all the day long his weak hands grew strong 
With helping those burdens to bear. 
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He dwelt in the great toiling city, 
And made weary lives glad and bright ; 

« 

And his face grew more lovely from pity, 
Than ever before from delight. 

And when to his kingdom of summer 

He went when his labour was o er, 
That maiden serene went with him as queen, 

His prize and his crown evermore. 

The sun shone more brightly above them — 

Was never before such a day — 
The flowers glowed more bright in that home of 
delight, 

And all the glad birds sang away. 

And he loved them — the birds and the flowers, 
The stream and the sweet summer air — 

As never before he had loved them of yore, 
When shut from all sorrow and care. 
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And she, the bright, beautiful maiden, 
His queen who would never depart, 

She said, " He is king now of everything, 
For he is my Prince Loving-heart." 
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matters of fact are ooocemed, have been corrected, by the subjects of them." 

LIST OP THE SKETCHES. 



The Queen. 
The Prince of AVales. 
Lord Beacons field. 
M. Gambetta. 
Mr. Gladstone. 
Editor of the "Times." 
Sir Charles Dilke. 
Prince Bismarck. 
Lord Salisbury. 
Mr. Joseph Cowen. 



Mr. Bright. 

Lord Derby. 

Sir William Harcourt. 

Mr. Edward Jenkins. 

Mr. Cross. 

Mr. Thomas Burt. 

Lord Hartington. 

Sir Robert Peel. 

Mr, Chamberlain. 

Mr. Roebuck. 



Mr. Fawcett. 

Sir Stafford Northcote. 

Punch. 

Prince Gortschakoff. 

Sir Wilfrid Lawson. 

Mr. Forster. 

Mr. Chaplin. 

Mr. Goschen. 

Mr. Parnell. 

The Speaker. 



RECORDS OF YORK CASTLE, FORTRESS, COURT- 

HOUSE, AND PRISON. By A. W. Twyford (the present Governor) and Major Arthur 
Griffiths, Author of ''The Memorials of Millbank." Crown Svo. With Engravings and 
Photographs, Price 7/. 64L 



NE W AND STANDARD WORKS 



NEW AND STANDARD WORKS— G7«A««^^. 

MODEL YACHTS AND MODEL YACHT SAILING. 

How to Build. Rig, and Sail a Self-acting Model Yacht. By JAS. E. Walton, V.M. Y.C. 
Fcap. 4to. With 58 Woodcuts. Cloth, 2j. 6</. 

ON THE LEADS ; or, What the Planets Saw. Written and 

Illustrated by Mrs. A. A. Strange Butson, Crown 8yo., cloth, 2J. 6</. 

L'ABfiCTEDAIRE OF FRENCH PRONUNCIATION. A 

Manual for Teachers and Students. By G. Lepr£vost (of Paris), Professor of Languages. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, 2J. 

pictures of the PAST; Memories of Men I have Met, 

and Sights I have Seen. By Francis H. Grundy, C.E. Large 8vo., cloth, I2j. 

Containing Reminiscences of Patrick Branwell Bronte, Leigh Hunt, George Henry Lewes, 

George Stephenson, George Parker Bidder, and many other Celebrities. 

" He has much which is interesting to tr!i of the iron age of England .... He has happened to be present at 
some remarkable scenes in Colonial life." — Saturday Revinv^ 

STORIES from early ENGLISH LITERATURE. 

With some Account of the Origin of Fairy Tales, Legends, and Traditionary Lore. Adapted 
to the Use of Young Students. By Miss S. J. Venables Dodds. Crown 8vo., price 51. 

FIFTY YEARS IN SANDBOURNE. A Sketch by Cecilla 

Lushington. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, u. 6d, 

AMONG THE ZULUS: The Adventures of Hans Sterk, 

South African Hunter and Pioneer. By Lieut -Colonel A. W. Drayson, R.A. New and 
Cheaper Edition. Illustrated paper boards, 2s. 6d, ; doth, gilt edges, y. 6d 



NEW NOVELS. 
WORTHLESS LAURELS. A Story of the Stage. By Emily 

Carrington. Three Vols. Crown 8vo, 3IJ. dd. 

LOUIS: or, Doomed to the Cloister. A Tale of Religious 

Life in the time of Louis XIV. Founded on Fact. By M. J. Hope. Dedicated by permission 
to Dean Stanley. Three Vols. Crown 8vo., 31X. 6d. 

TRIED BY FIRE. By Francis Carr, Author of " Left Alone," 

** Not Lancelot nor Another," &c. Three Vols. Crown 8vo., 3 1 J. 6d, 
** The Author can sketch very well vaAt/tA.'^-^CanUm^crary Review, 

FOR A DREAM'S SAKE. By Mrs. Herbert Martin, 

Author of " Bonnie Lesley," &c. Two Vols. Crown 8vo., cloth, 2 1 J. 
" Written in the lame pleasant style and graceful language as * Bonnie Le^y.' " — Atketuenm, 

THE SECRET OF THE SANDS; or, the Water Lily and 

her Crew. By Harry Colling wood. Two Vols., Crown 8vo., cloth, gilt tops, 121. 
" Brisk and exciting.** — Morning Post, " Told in a very spirited fashion." — Spectator, 

ST. NICOLAS' EVE, AND OTHER TALES. By Mary 

C. RowsKLU Crown 8vo., price is, dd. 



PUBLISHED BY GRIFFITH AND FARRAN. 



STORIES FOR DAUGHTERS AT HOME. 

Cloth, price 5j. each. 

KIND HEARTS. By Mrs. J. F. B. Firth, Author of 

" Sylvia's New Home," &c. With Frontispiece. 
•»• This book was orieinally announced as "More than Coronets," but the title has been changed owing to the fiict 
that another story with that name is now being issued in a weekly periodical. 

VERY GENTEEL. By the Author of " Mrs. Jemingham's 

Journal." 

STEPHEN THE SCHOOLMASTER. A Story without 

Plot. By Mrs. Gellie (M. E. B.), Author of « The New Girl," &c. 

MY SISTER'S KEEPER. By Laura M. Lane, Author of 

"Gentleman Verschoyle." With a Preface by Mrs. Townsknd, President of the Girls* 
Friendly Society. 
'* Miss Lane's work is worthy of commendAtion. The purpose is (me of the most excellent." — Academy, 

'* BONNIE LESLEY." By Mrs. Herbert Martin, Author 

of **Cast Adrift," &c. With Frontispiece by Miss C. Paterson. 
•« There is no praise too high for Mrs. Martin's delightful ^to/ry,**— Academy, 

LEFT ALONE ; or, the Fortunes of Phillis MaitlanA By 

Francis Carr, Author of " Not Lancelot, nor Another." 

MY MOTHER'S DIAMONDS. By Maria J. Greer. 

With a Frontispiece by A. Ludovici. 



MASTERPIECES OF ANTIQUE ART. From the Cele- 

brated Collections in the Vatican, the Louvre, and the British Museum. By Stephen 
Thompson, Author of "Old English Homes," &c Twenty-five Examples in Permanent 
Photography. Super- Royal 4to. Elegantly bound, doth gilt, ^2 2J. 

CHILD-LIFE IN JAPAN AND JAPANESE CHILD 

STORIES. By M. Chaplin Ayrton. With seven full-page Illustrations, Drawn and 
Engraved by Japanese Artists, and many smaller ones. Cloth el<^nt, price iQf. 6</. 

THE VICAR OF WAKEFIELD; a Tale. By Oliver 

Goldsmith. With eight Illustrations by John Absolon. Beautifully printed by Witting- 
ham on superfine paper, y, 6d, Cloth, los, 6d, Morocco Antique. 

It may not be uninteresting to state that it was from the house now occapied by Messrs. Griffith 
AND Farran tliat, under the auspices of Mr. Newbery, Goldsmith's friend, "The Vicar of 
Wakefield ** was first issued. To the same publisher also belongs the distinction of having originally 
brought out Goldsmith's celebrated poem, "The Traveller." 

A JOURNEY TO THE CENTRE OF THE EARTH. 

From the French of Jules Verne. With 52 Illustrations by Riou. New Edition. Post 
8vo., 6s, ; or bevelled boards, gilt edges, ys, 6d, 

MISSION FROM CAPE COAST CASTLE TO ASHAN- 

TEE, With a Descriptive Account of that Kingdom. By the late T. Edward Bowdich, 
Esq. New Edition, with Preface by bis daughter, Mrs. Hale. With map of the route to 
Coomassie. Post 8vo., doth, y. 

a 2 
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NB W AND STANDARD WORKS 



THE DAY DREAMS OF A SLEEPLESS MAN ; being 

a series of Papers conlribated to the Standard^ by Frank Ives Scudamore, Esq., C.B. 
Post 8vo., cloth, y, 6d, 

HOFER. A Drama. By Catherine Swan wick. Demy 8vo. 

cloth, gilt edges, price 31. 6</. 

CREWEL WORK. Fifteen Designs in Bold and Conventional 

Character, capable of being quickly and easily worked. With complete instructions. By 
Zeta, Author of " Ladies* Work, and How to Sell it," and including Patterns for Counterpanes, 
lied Hangings, Curtains, Furniture Covers, Chimney-piece Borders, Piano Backs, Table Cloths, 
Table Covers, &c., &c Demy, in an Envelope, 2s, 6J, 



HISTORY AND BIOGRAPHY. 

HISTORICAL SKETCHES OF THE REFORMATION. 

By the Rev. Frederick George Lee, D.C.L., Vicar of All Saints', Lambeth, &c., &c. 
Post 8vo., price loj. 6d, 

THE CRIMEAN CAMPAIGN WITH THE CONNAUGHT 

RANGERS, I854-55-56. By Lieut. -Colonel Nathaniel Steevens, Ute 88th (Connaught 
Rangers). Demy 8vo., with Map, cloth, 15J. 

MEMORABLE BATTLES IN ENGLISH HISTORY: 

Where Fought, Why Fought, and their Results ; with the Military Lives of the Commanders. 
By W. H. Davenport Adams. New and thoroughly Revised Edition, with Frontispiece and 
Plans of Battles. Two Vols., crown 8vo., cloth, price I dr. 

OCEAN AND HER RULERS; a Narrative of the Nations 

which have from the Earliest Ages held Dominion over the Sea, comprising a brief History of 
Navigation from the Remotest Periods up to the Present Time. By Alfred Elwes. With 
16 Illustrations by Walter W. May. Crown 8vo., cloth, ^, 

JOAN OF ARC AND THE TIMES OF CHARLES THE 

SEVENTH, By Mrs. Bray. p. 6J. 

THE GOOD ST. LOUIS AND HIS TIMES. By Mrs. 

Bray. With Portrait. Js. 6d. 

TALES OF THE SARACENS. By Barbara Hutton. 

Illustrated by E. H. Corbould. Cloth, 5j. ; or gilt edges, 51. 6d. 

TALES OF THE WHITE COCKADE. By Barbara 

Hutton. Illustrated by J. Lawson. Cloth $s, ; gilt edges, Sj. 6d, 

HEROES OF THE CRUSADES. By Barbara Hutton. 

Illustrated by P. Priolo. Cloth, ^x. ; or gilt edges, y. 6d. 

THE FIERY CROSS; OR, THE VOW OF MONTROSE. 

By Barbara Hutton. Illustrated by J. Lawson. Cloth, 4r. 6d. Gilt edges, 5^. 

THE MODERN BRITISH PLUTARCH; or, Lives of 

Men Distinguished in the recent History of our Country for their Talents, Virtues^ 
and Achievements. By W. C. Taylor, LL.D. lamo., 4^, 6</., or gilt e^ges, 5#. 



PUBLISHED BY GRIFFITH AND FARE AN. 



IMPORTANT BOOKS OF FOLK-LORE. 
PATRANAS ; or, Spanish Stories, Legendary and Traditional. 

With Illastrations by Edward H. Corbould, 5j. ; gilt edges, 5^. dd, 

SAGAS FROM THE FAR EAST; or, Kalmouk and MoA- 

golian Tales ; With Historical Preface and Explanatory Notes. By the same Author, ^s, 

HOUSEHOLD STORIES FROM THE LAND OF 

HOFER ; or, Popular Myths of Tirol, including; the Rose Garden of King Laryn. By the 
same Author, With Illustrations by T. Green, cloth, 51. ; or gilt edges, 5/. 6</. 

TALES AND LEGENDS OF SAXONY AND LUSATIA, 

By W. Westall. Illustrated by H. W. Petherick, 4^. dd, ; gilt edges, sj. 

BASQUE LEGENDS. Collected chiefly in the Labourd. 

By the Rev. Wentworth Webster, M.A., Oxon. ; With an Essay on the Basque Language 
by M. JULIEN Vinson, of the Revue de Linguistique, Paris, together with Appendix, Basque 
Poetry. Demy 8vo., cloth, gilt edges, 71. (xi. 



USEFUL KNOWLEDGE AND ENTERTAINING ANECDOTE. 

THE COMMERCIAL PRODUCTS OF THE SEA; or, 

Marine Contributions to Industry and Art. By P. L. Simmonds, Author of ''The Commercial 
Products of the Vegetable Kingdom." With numerous Illustrations. Price i6x. 

A GLOSSARY OF BIOLOGICAL, ANATOMICAL, AND 

PHYSIOLOGICAL TERMS, for Teachers and Students, in Schools and Classes connected 
-with the Science and Art Department and other Examining bodies. By Thomas Dun man, 
Physiology Lecturer at the Birkbeck Institution and the Working Men's College. Cloth, zr. 6</. 

TALKS ABOUT PLANTS ; or, Early Lessons in Botany. 

By Mrs. Lankkster, Author of ** Wild Flowers Worth Notice," ^c. With Six Coloured 
Plates and Numerous Wood Engravings. Crown 8vo., cloth, gilt edges, 5^. 

THE YOUNG VOCALIST. A Collection of Twelve Songs, 

each with an Accompaniment for the Pianoforte. By Mrs. Mounsby Bartholomew. New 
and Cheaper Edition. Sewed, price is, ; or cloth, 2j. 

HAND SHADOWS TO BE THROWN UPON THE 

WALL. Novel and amusing figures formed by the hand. By Henry Bursill. New and 
Cheaper Edition. Twelfth Thousand. Two Series in one. Crown 4to., sewed, price u.; or 
coloured lUustratiqns, ix. (id, 

THE FOUR SEASONS; A Short Account of the Structure 

of Plants, being Four Lectures written for the Working Men's Institute, Paris. With 
Illustrations. Imperial i6mo., 3/. dd, 

TREES, PLANTS. AND FLOWERS : Their Beauties, Uses, 

and Influences. By Mrs. R. Lee. With Coloured Groups of Flowers, from Drawings by 
James Andrews. Second Thousand. 8vo., cloth, gilt edges, lOf. 6^^. 



yfEW JJHD STJJTDARD ^¥VRrS 



USEFTIL KX'jWtEjGZ AXD ENTSLTAIXIXG ANZCDOTE— CwaSaoB^ 



E\'ERY-DAY THINGS: or. Useril Kn«7ir{e^ respcctm^ 

Ammai. ^ t;>siaie. jod. \ritmi Sirm.iiu as 31. C i ihhbih ^sl Sft.m i i F^-fitw* 



IXFAXT AMUSEMENTS: or. Hot tD =ake a Xarserr 



FEMALE CHRISTIAN* NAMES AND THEIR TEACH- 



FAMILIAR NATURAL HISTORY: miii: descrbocjns bv 



OUR SAILORS: or. A:»:cotts of &e Errgagecaents and 



OUR SOLDIERS: or. Aneccoces of the Conuai^ins aod 

II rut '^rrm Arax^ bsnag rie SLs^ it E-sr Miiesrr ^maet Vjjm^a ^ BNr 



ANECDOTES OF THE HABITS AND INSTINCTS OF 

.7 IT ^Ic ^Of^es^ ^ii::. 



ANECDOTES OF THE HABITS AND INSTINCTS OF 

L SLEFTILZIS. AXr FISH2S. B» Ma. 5L Ljo. Oi 
y^iiniifc Ftk ^tn^ :;"flrr> j.;;. ^mL : ^it 



m^ORKS BT THE UlTE JOHN TIMBS^ F.SJ^ 

ANCESTRAL STORIES AND TRADITIONS OF 



XOTABILIA: or. CotIcks and Amnsfng Foicts abocj^ bbucit 



STRANGE S TORIES OF THE ANI MAL W ORLD; a 



PUBLISHED B Y GRIFFITH AND FAFF AN. 



STANESBY'S ILLUMINATED GIFT BOOKS. 

Every Page richly Printed in Gold and Colours. 

THE BRIDAL SOUVENIR. New Edition. With a Por- 

trait of the Princess Royal. El^antly bound in white morocco, 2is, 
" A iplendid specimen of the decorative art, and well suited for a bridal gift." 

THE BIRTH-DAY SOUVENIR. A Book of Thoughts on 

Life and Immortality. I2s, 6d, cloth ; iSj. morocco antique. 

LIGHT FOR THE PATH OF LIFE; from the Holy Scrip- 

tores. Small 4to., lis, cloth; 15^. calf, gilt edges; i&r. morocco antique. 

THE WISDOM OF SOLOMON ; from the Book of Proverbs. 

Small 4to., 141. cloth elegant ; iSx. calf; 21s, morocco antique. 

THE FLORAL GIFT. 14^. cloth elegant; 21s. morocco. 
SHAKESPEARE'S HOUSEHOLD WORDS. With a 

Photograph from the Monument at Stratford-on-Avon. New and Cheaper Edition, dr. cloth 
elegant ; ios.6d, morocco antique. 

*' An exquisite liule gem, fit to be the Christinas offering to Titania or Queen Mab." 

APHORISMS OF THE WISE AND GOOD. With a 

Photographic Portrait of Milton. 6/. cloth elegant ; los. 6d. morocco antique. 



CAXTON'S FIFTEEN O'S AND OTHER PRAYERS. 

Printed by command of the Princess Elizabeth, Queen of England and France, and also of the 
Princess Margaret, mother of our Sovereign Lord the King. By Wm. Caxton. Reproduced 
in Photo-Lithography by S. Ayling. Quarto, bound in parchments New and Cheaper 
Edition, 6s, 



NEW POETRY. 



AMBITION'S DREAM. A Poem in Two Fyttes. New 

Edition. Fcap. 8to. Qoth, 2s, 6d, 

THE SEASONS; a Poem by the Rev. O. Raymond, LL.B., 

Author of " Paradise," and other Poems. Fcap. 8vo., with Four Illustrations. Cloth, 2s. 6d. 

POEMS. By E. L. Floyer, Fcap. 8vo., Cloth, 2s. 6d. 
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NE W AND STANDARD WORKS 



BIRTHDAY AND ANNIVERSARY BOOKS. 

THE CHURCHMAN'S DAILY REMEMBRANCER. 

With Poetical Selections for the Christian Year, with the Kalendar and Table of Lessons 
of the English Church, for the Use of both Clergy and Laity. 

May be had in the foU<nuing Styles of Binding : — 

Cloth extra, red edges 

French Morocco, limp 

French Morocco, circuit or tuck 

Persian Morocco, limp 

Persian Morocco, circuit 

Calf or Morocco, limp 

With Twelve Photographs, 2j. extra. 

THE BOOK OF REMEMBRANCE FOR EVERY DAY 

in the Year. Containing Choice Extracts from the Best Authors, and the exact place indicated 
whence the Quotation is taken, with Blank Spaces for recording Birthdays, Marriages, and 
other Anniversaries. Beautifully printed in red and black. Imperial 32mo. 



s. d. 




X. </. 


... 2 O 


Morocco, bevelled 


5 


... 3 o 


Morocco bevelled, clasp ... . 


60 


... 36 


Russia, limp 


6 


... 36 


Levant Morocco, limp ... . 


6 6 


...46 


Russia, circuit 


7 6 


...46 


Russia limp, in drop case 


9 



May be had in the following Styles of Binding ;— 



s, d. 

Cloth Elegant, plain edges 2 o 

Cloth Elegant, bevelled boards, gilt edges 2 6 

French Morocco, limp, gilt edges 30 

Persian Morocco, bevelled boards, red 

nnder gold edges 40 

Ditto, with clasp 46 



s, d. 
Calf or Morocco, limp, red under gold 

c^g^cs ... ... ... ... ,,, ,,, ... so 

Morocco, bevelled boards, do 76 

Ditto, with gih clasp 8 6 

Russia, limp, elegant, do 10 o 



With Twelve Beautiful Photographs, 
s. d. 



Cloth, Elegant 

French Morocco, limp, gilt edges 
Calf or Morocco, limp 



... 5 o 
... 8 6 
...10 o 



• • • • • • 



Morocco, bevelled 

Russia, limp, extra 

Levant Morocco, elegant ... 



• • m • • • 



s. d. 
...12 6 
... 15 o 
... 18 o 



ANNIVERSARY TEXT BOOK; a Book of Scripture Verse 

and Sacred Song for Every Day in the Year. Interleaved. 



Afay be had in the following Styles of Binding: — 



Cloth, bevelled boards, white edges... 
' i> gilt „ gilt 

»f »» •> »« 



nms 



• • • • ■ • 



French Morocco, limp 
Calf or Morocco, ,, 



J. d, 
I o 

1 6 

2 o 
2 o 
2 6 



• • • • ■ • 



• • • • • 



Imitation Ivory, rims ... 
Morocco, elegant, rims 
Morocco, bevelled, and clasp .. 
Russia, limp, red under gold edges 
Ivory, rims 



3 o 
46 

46 

46 

76 



PUBLISHED BY GRIFFITH AND FARRAN. 



s. d. 






s, d. 


o 8 


Calf or Morocco, limp 


• • • 


3 ^ 


I o 


Morocco, bevelled 


• • • 


4 ^ 


I 6 


Russia, limp 


• • • 


• • • • • • A O 



DEVOTIONAL AND RELIGIOUS BOOKS. 
THE LIFE MILITANT. Plain Sermons for Cottage Homes. 

By Ellell. Crown 8vo., price 6j. 

THE WAY OF PRAYER, a Book of Devotions, for use in 

Church and at Home. Compiled by Rev. II. W. Miller, M.A., Senior Curate of Richmond, 
Surrey. Second Edition. Cloth, red edge.s, u. 

AN EPITOME OF ANGLICAN CHURCH HISTORY, 

from the Earliest Ages to the Present Time. Compiled from Various Sources by Ellen 
Webley-Parry. Demy 8vo., cloth, 7j. 6</. 

BISHOP KEN'S APPROACH TO THE HOLY ALTAR. 

With an Address to Young Communicants. New and Cheaper Edition. 

Limp cloth 

Superior loth, red edges 

French Morocco, limp 

IVilh Photographs^ 2s, extra, 

*,* Clergymen wishing to introduce this Manual can have Specimen Copy, with prices for quantities, 

post free for six stamps on application. 

CONFIRMATION ; or. Called and Chosen and Faithful. By 

the Author of " The Gospel in the Church's Season's Series." With Preface by the Very Rev. 
the Dean of Chester. Fcap. 8vo., cloth limp, u. 

A Cheaper Edition for distribution is published at ^, 

AN ILLUMINATED CERTIFICATE OF CONFIRMA- 
TION AND FIRST COMM UNION. Printed in gold and colours, 6 x 4i inches. Price ^^. 

THE NEW " IN MEMORIAM " CARD. Beautifully printed 

in silver or gold. Price 2.d. 

*^j* A reduction made on taking a quantity of the above cards, 

DR. LEE'S ALTAR SERVICES. Edited by the Rev. Dr. 

F. G. Lee, D.C.L., F.S.A. Containing the complete Altar Services of the Church, 
beautifully printed in Red and Black at the Chiswick Press, enriched with Ornamental 
Capitals, &c., m Three Volumes; One Volume, folio size, 15 x lo x ij inches; and Two 
Volumes 4to., containing the Epistles and Gospels separately, each 12 x 9 x J inches. 

The Set, in Turkey Morocco, plain £^ 7 o 

,, Best Levant Morocco, inlaid cross ... ^lo 10 o 

The Folio Volume, which contains all the Services of the Altar, may be had separately — 

Turkey Morocco, plain ;^3 3 o 

Best Levant Morocco, inlaid cross £^ 4 o 

*^* The work can also be bound specially to order in cheaper or more expensive styles. 

Messrs. GRIFFITH and FARRAN have a few copies remaining of this rare and valuable 
work, which is not only the best book for the purpo^e for which it is designed, but is one of 
the finest specimens of typographical art which the Chiswick Press has produced. 



lo NEW AND STANDARD WORKS 



DEVOTIONAL AND RELIGIOUS BOOYiS— Continued. 

SEVEN LAST WORDS FROM THE CROSS. By the 

Rev. Freeman Wills, M.A. Sewed, 6^. 

THE PRACTICAL CHRISTIAN'S LIBRARY. A Box con- 

taining^ Nine Books, bound in Satin Cloth, red edges, iSx. ; or in French Morocco, 25X. Size 
of Box, 7 X 6^ X 4i, with full gilt top. 

CONTENTS— 

Imitation of Christ. A'Kempis. 
St. Augustine's Confessions. 
Bishop Taylor's Holy Living. 
„ „ Holy Dying. 

Bishop Ken's Manual of Prayer. 



Bishop Wilson's Lord's Supper. 
„ „ Sacra Privata. 



Sherlock's Meditations. 

„ Self Examinations. 

Any of the Volumes may be had separately 2s, each in doth, or zr. 6d, each, French Morocco. 



EMBLEMS OF CHRISTIAN LIFE. Illustrated by Harry 

Rogers, in One Hundred Original Designs, from the Writings of the Fathers, Old English 
Poets, &c. Printed by Whittingham, with Borders and Initials in Red. Square 8vo., lOr. 6d, 
cloth elegant, gilt edges ; 2is, Turkey Morocco Antique. 

WORDS OF ANTHEMS FOR USE IN ST. PAUL'S 

CATHEDRAL. Edited by the Rev. W. Rayson. M.A., Vicar of Lindridge, Tenbury ; 
John Stainer, M.A., Mus. Doctor, Organist of St. Paul's; and Rev. J. Troutbeck, M.A., 
Priest in Ordinary to the Queen, and Minor Canon of Westminster. Cloth, red edges, y, dd, ; 
French Morocco, 5x. 

r 

HINTS TO A CLERGYMAN'S WIFE, or Female Parochial 

Duties Practically Illustrated. Third Edition revised. Cloth, zr. 



BIBLES from One Shilling. 

PRAYER BOOKS from sixpence. 

CHURCH SERVICES from One ShiUmg. 

Hymns Ancient and Modem, Books of Private and Family Prayer, Ac., &c. 

Agents for the CHURCH HYMNAL published by the Association for Promoting Christian 

Knowledge, Dublin. 

A DESCRIPTIVE CATALOGUE WITH SPECIMENS OF TYPES POST FREE, 

N.B. — ^A considerable rednction made to Schools and others purchasing quantities. 



PUBLISHED BY GRIFFITH AND FARRAN. 1 1 



WORKS FOR DISTRIBUTION. 
A WOMAN'S SECRET ; or, How to Make Home Happy. 

Thirty-Third Thousand. i8mo., sewed, dd. 

By the same Author, uniform in size and price, 

WOMAN'S WORK ; or, How she can Help the Sick. 19th 

Thousand. 

A CHAPTER OF ACCIDENTS; or, the Mother's Assistant 

in Cases of Burns, Scalds, Cuts, &c. Tenth Thousand. 

PAY TO-DAY, TRUST TO-MORROW; illustrating the 

Evils of the Tally System. Seventh Thousand. 

NURSERY WORK; or, Hannah Baker's First Place. Fifth 

Thousand. 

THE COOK AND THE DOCTOR; or, Cheap Recipes 

and Useful Remedies. Selected from the three first books. Sewed, 2d, 

HOME DIFFICULTIES. A few Words on the Servant 

Question. Sewed, 4^. 

FAMILY PRAYERS FOR COTTAGE HOMES, with 

Passages from the Scriptures. Sewed, 2d. 



TAKING TALES FOR COTTAGE HOMES. Edited by 

W. II. G. Kingston. In 4 Vols., crown 8vo., each containing Three Tales, cloth extra, 
\s. 6d, each. In 2 Vols., crown 8vo., each containing Six Tales, cloth extra, bevelled boards, 
3J. 6d, each. Each Tale may be had separately in paper covers, ^, 

List of Subjects. 

I. The Miller of Hillbrook ; a Rural Tale. 



7 Life on the Coast ; or, the Little Fisher 
Girl. 

8. Adventures of Two Orphans in 
London. 

9. Early Days on Board a Man-of-War. 

10. Walter the Foundling ; a Tale of Olden 

Times. 

11. The Tenants of Sunny side Farm. 

12. Holm wood ; or the New Zealand Settler, 

The object of this Series is to supply the cottagers and humbler classes of England, whose 
knowledge of reading and whose vocabularies are limited, with books in clear large type, composed 
of words the meaning of which they understand, sentences which the eye can Uke in with ease, 
ideas suited to their comprehension, on subjects likely to excite their interest, so that they may 
obtain amusement and wholesome instruction without the labour which a large number of the works 
at present put into their hands demands. 

The series will be found suitable for the poorer population of our towns, the inhabitants of our 
coasts, and our Soldiers and Sailors in barracks and on board ship; also for reading in night 
schools, and for parish Libraries. 



2. Tom Trueman, a Sailor in a Merchantman. 

3. Michael Hale and his Family in 

Canada. 

4. John Armstrong, the Soldier. 

5. Joseph Rudge, the Australian Shepherd. 

6. Life Underground ; or, Dick, the Colliery 

Boy. 
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EDUCATIOXAL WORKS 



(StrttcationHl Morhs. 



GOOD HANDWRITING. 



GEORGE DARNELL'S COPY-BOOKS after over a quarter 

of a i t ulmt of fnUk f:ivccr are c^eryvhere 2c'*.n jwlc^ged as the beat for siscpikitT and 
tborong^uKSs. ^Vith these CoT-y-Bock* the pcpil advancw in the art of writiag wii ease and 
rapiditT, while the lab-cr of the teacher i* rerr greai'y lighreced. Ther arc used in 
neaiij'aJ] the best Schcols m Great Britain and the Ct^Ionies, and are ada-;<ed to the New 
Code. 



ADVANTAGES OF THE SYSTE^L 

I. It is the prodncti'^n of an experienced Schoolmacter. 

II. It gradoallj adTanccs from the Sin:ple Stroke to the saperior Small Hand. 
IIL The assistance {riven in the Primal Les$on is rednced as the learner pro^ressciy until all 

guidance is safelr withdrawn. 
IV. The number and varietr of the copies rccnre attention, and prerent the pnpils copyii^ tiieir 
own writii^, as in tools with su^Ie head -lines. 
V. The system insures the progress of the learner, and greatly lightens the labour of the teacher. 



DARNELL'S LARGE POST COPY-BOOKS; A Short 

and Certain Road to a Good Handwritine. i6 Nos., 6^. each. Being a Series of SIXTEEN 
COPY BOOKS, by George Darnell, the 6rst ten of which haTe on every alternate line 
appropriate and carefnlly written copies in Pencil -coknred Ink, to be 6rst written orcr and 
then imitated, the remaining nmnbers baring Black Head -lines for imitation only, THX 
WHOLE GRADUALLY ADVANCING FROM A SIMPLE STROKE TO A SUPERIOR SMALI. HAXD. 



No. 
I. Elementary (Strokes, &c). 
a. . Sii^le Letters. 
3^ 4. Large Text (Short Words). 

5. Teat, Large Text, and Fignres. 

6. Round Text, Capitals and Figures. 



No. 

7. Text, Roimd, and SmalL 

8, 9, la Text, Round Small, and 
II, 12. Roond, Small, and F^;iires. 
13, 14. Roand and SmalL 

15, 16. Small Hand. 



DARNELL'S FOOLSCAP COPY-BOOKS; A Sure Guide 

to a Good Haijdvri:irg. On the same plan. Oblong Fcokcap. 24 Nos., 5^. cadi, green 
coren; Or on a superior pater, marfle covers, ^. each. 



No. 

1. EkmcBtarr (Strokes, &c). 

2. Single Leneis. 

3^ 4. Large Text (Short Words). 

5. Text, Large Text, and Fignrcs. 

6. Text, Romid, and Capitals. 

7. Kcvod, Small, and Fifnres* 
& Text, Rowid, and SmalL 



No. 
9. Round, Small, and Fignrei. 
10, II. Round and SmalL 
12, 13, 15. Round, Small, and 
14. Kovod and SnudL 
16 to 20. Small Hand. 
21. Ornamental Hands. 
22 to 24. Ladies' Ai^ular Writing. 
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DARNELL'S COPY-BOOKS.— a«//>/«A/. 

DARNELL'S UNIVERSAL COPY BOOKS. i6 Nos. 

Fcap. 4to., 2d, each. On the same Plan. 

No. 

1. Elementary. 

2. Single and Double Letters. 

3. 4. Large Text (Short Words). 

5. Text, Large Text, and Figures. 

6. Text, Round, Capitals, and Figures, 



No. 

7. Text, Round, and Small. 

8, 9, 10. Text, Round, Small, and Figures, 
II, 12. Round, Small, and Figures. 
13, 14. Round and SmalL 
15, 16. Small Hand. 

*' For teaching writing I would recommend the use of Darnell's Copy Books. I havb noticbd a m arkbd improvb- 
MBNT WHEREVER TKBY HAVE BERN USED." — Rcport of Mr, Maye\NatioHal Soctety*s OrgoHuer 0/ Schools) to th* 
JVorcesUr Diocesan Board of Education. 

*' As to the necessity of some one proposing a new way to teach writing, I do not think it is needed. Let a London 
Clerk inspect one of Mr. Darnell's Copy Books (I believe they are most generally in use in our schools), and I think he 
will say that, with a moderate amount of care on the part or the teacher, the result must be a LBCiBt.B, clbak 
HAND-WRITING.** — An Essex Schoolmaster; National Society s Monthly Paper, 

The Times says : " This gentleman has conferred a great benefit, not only on the rising; generation, but on those who 
will hereafter form the rising generation. He hxis composed a series of Elementary Treatises, in which the comprehen- 
sion of the art or science taught is so much fadUtated that children of the dullest capacities are made capable of 
comprehending what is required of them, whilst teachers are relieved frs}m the difficulties of imparting knowledge in the 
desultory and incomprehensible manner too often practised." 



HISTORY. 
BRITANNIA; A Collection of the Principal Passages in Latin 

Authors that refer to this Island, with Vocabulary and Notes. By T. S. Cayzer, Illustrated 
with a Map and 29 Woodcuts. Crown 8vo., cloth, 3J. 6</. 

TRUE STORIES FROM ANCIENT HISTORY, Chro- 

nologically arranged from the Creation of the World to the Death of Charlemagne. Twelfth 
Edition. i2mo., 5^. cloth. 

MRS. TRIMMER'S CONCISE HISTORY OF ENG- 

LAND. Revised and brought down to the Present Time. By Mrs. MiLNER. With Portraits 
of the Sovereigns. 5/. cloth. 

RHYMES OF ROYALTY; the History of England in 

Verse from the Norman Conquest to the Reign of Victoria ; with a Summary of the Leadinj^ 
Events in each Reijjn. Fcap. 8vo., 2j. cloth. 



GEOGRAPHY. 

Cheap Re- Issue of 

PICTORIAL GEOGRAPHY, for the Instruction of Children. 

Illustrates at a glance the Various Geographical Terms in such a manner as to at once impart 
clear and definite ideas respecting them. On a Sheet 30 by 22 inches, Printed in Colours, 
ij. dd. ; Mounted on Rollers and Varnished, 31. bd, 

GAULTIER'S FAMILIAR GEOGRAPHY. With a 

Concise Treatise on the Artificial Sphere, and Two colo»«red Maps, illustratire of the principal 
Geographical Terms. Sixteenth Edition. i6mo., cloth, 31. 



T4 EDUCATIONAL WORKS 



GEOGRAPHY, ^c— Continued. 

BUTLER'S OUTLINE MAPS, AND KEY, or Geographical 

and Biogrraphical Exercises ; With a Set of Coloured Outline Maps, desigried for the use of 
Young Persons. By the late William Butler. Enlarged by the Author's Son, J. O. 
Butler. Thirty-sixth Edition, Revised to date. 41. 

TABULAR VIEWS OF THE GEOGRAPHY AND 

SACRED HISTORY OF PALESTINE, AND OF THE TRAVELS OF ST. PAUL. 
'Intended for Pupil Teachers, and others engaged in Class Teaching. By A. T. White. 
Oblong 8yo., is, sewed. 



GRAMMAR, &c. 



A COMPENDIOUS GRAMMAR AND PHILOLOGICAL 

HANDBOOK OF THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE, for the Use of Schools and Candidates 
for the Army and Civil Service Examinations. By John George Colquhoun, Esq., 
Barrisler-at-Law. Fcap. 8vo., cloth. 2s. 6iL 

DARNELL, G. GRAMMAR MADE INTELLIGIBLE 

TO CHILDREN. Being a Series of Short and Simple Rules, with ample Explanations of 
Every Difficulty, and copious Exercises for Parsing ; in Language adapted to the comprehension 
of very young Students. Cloth, is. 

DARNELL. G. INTRODUCTION TO ENGLISH GRAM- 

MAR. Price 3^/. Being the first 32 pages of ** Grammar made Intelligible." 

DARNELL, T. PARSING SIMPLIFIED; an Introduction 

and Companion to all Grammars ; consisting of Short and Easy Rules, with Parsing Lessons 
to each. Cloth, is, 

LOVECHILDS, MRS. THE CHILD'S GRAMMAR. 

50th Edition. l8mo., cloth, 9</. 

A WORD TO THE WISE; or, Hints on the Current 

Improprieties of Expression in Writing and Speaking. By Parry Gwynne. Sixteenth 
Thousand. l8mo., sewed 6^., or cloth, gilt edges, is, 

HARRY HAWKINS'S H-BOOK ; showing how he learned 

to aspirate his H's. Eighth Thousand. Sewed, 6</. 

THE PRINCE OF WALES'S PRIMER. With 340 IIlus- 

trations by J. Gilbert. New Edition. Sewed, 6d. 

DARNELL, G. SHORT AND CERTAIN ROAD TO 

READING. Being a Series of Easy Lkssons in which the Alphabet is so divided as to 
enable the Child to read many Papfes of Familiar Phrases before he has learned half the 
letters. Cloth, (xi. ; or in 4 parts, paper covers, i^d. each. 

SHEET LESSONS, being Extracts from the above, printed in 

Yery large bold type. Price, for the set of Six Sheets, (ki. ; or, neatly mounted on boards, 31. 
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ARITHMETIC, ALGEBRA, & GEOMETRY. 

DARNELL, G. ARITHMETIC MADE INTELLIGIBLE 

TO CHILDREN. Being a Series of Gradually Advancing Exercises, intended to 

employ the Reason rather than the Memory of the Pupil ; with ample Explanations of everv 

Difficulty, in Language adapted to the comprehension of very young Students. Cloth, \s, 6a. 

*,* This work may be had in Three Parts : — Part I., price d^. Part IL, price 9^. Part IIL, 

price dd, A KEY to Parts IL and IIL, price u. (Part I. does not require a Key.) 

CAYZER, T. S. ONE THOUSAND ARITHMETICAL 

TESTS; or, THE EXAMINER'S ASSISTANT. Specially adapted, by a novel arrange- 
ment of the subject, for Examination Purposes, bat also suited for general use in Schools. By 
T. S. Cayzer, Head Master in Queen Elizabeth's Hospital, Bristol. Eleventh Thousand. 
With a complete set of Examples and Models of Work. Cloth, u. 6</. 

KEY WITH SOLUTIONS OF ALL THE EXAMPLES 

IN THE ONE THOUSAND ARITHMETICAL TESTS. By Thomas S. Cayzer. Price 
4r. 6</. cloth. The Answers only, price \s, 6d, cloth. 

ONE THOUSAND ALGEBRAICAL TESTS ; on the same 

Plan. By Thomas S. Cayzer. Third Edition. 8vo., cloth, 2s. 6d, 

answers to the algebraical tests, 2s. 6d. cloth. 
THEORY AND PRACTICE OF THE METRIC SYSTEM 

OF WEIGHTS AND MEASURES. By Professor Leone Levi, F.S.A., F.S.S. Third 
Edition. Sewed, is. 

THE ESSENTIALS OF GEOMETRY, PLANE AND 

SOLID, as taught in Germany and France. For Students preparing for Examination, 
Cadets in Naval and Military Schools, Technical Classe<:, &c. By J. R. Morkll^ formerly 
one of her Majesty's Inspectors of Schools. With numerous Diagrams. Cloth, 2J. 



ELEMENTARY FRENCH AND GERMAN WORKS. 

L'ABfiCEDAIRE OF FRENCH PRONUNCIATION. .A 

Manual for Teachers and Students. By G. Lepr6vost, of Paris Professor of Languages. 
Crown 8vo., cloth, 2s, 

LE BABILLARD; an Amusing Introduction to the French 

Language. By a French Lady. Ninth Edition. 16 Plates. Cloth, 2j. 

LES JEUNES NARRATEURS ; ou, Petits Contes Moraux. 

With a Key to the Difficult Words and Phrases. Third Edition. i8mo., cloth, 2s, 

THE PICTORIAL FRENCH GRAMMAR. For the Use 

of Children. Forming a most Pleasant and Easy Introduction to the Language. By Marik 
DE LA VoYE. With 80 Illustrations. Fcap. 8vo., cloth, \s. 6d, 

ROWBOTHAM'S NEW AND EASY METHOD OF 

LEARNING THE FRENCH GENDERS. New Edition, sewed, 6d. 

BELLENGER'S FRENCH WORD AND PHRASE BOOK ; 

containing a Select Vocabulary and Dialogues. New Edition. Cloth limp, ix. 

DER SCH WATZER ; or, The Prattler. An Amusing Intro- 

duction to the German Language. Sixteen Illustrations. Cloth, zr. 
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NEEDLEWORK, &c. 
NEEDLEWORK, Schedule III., Exemplified and Illustrated. 

Intended for the Use of Young Teachers, and of the Upper Standards in Elementary Schools. 
By Mrs. E. A. Curtis, a former Head Mistress of the Home and Colonial Training School. 
Third Thousand. Cloth limp, 30 Illustrations. Price u. 

BY THE EXAMINER OF NEEDLEWORK TO THE SCHOOL BOARD OF LONDON 

NEEDLEWORK DEMONSTRATION SHEETS. Ex- 

hibiting, by Diagrams and Descriptions, the formation of the Stitches in Elementary Needle- 
work. 30 by 22 inches, price 9</. each ; or mounted on rollers and varnished, 2j. 6d, 

SETTING IN GATHERS, OR 

"STOCKING" KNOTTING, 

or SEEDING (English method) z Sheet. 
WHIP STITCH FOR FRILLS, 

AND FERN OR CORAL 

O A Jl X V^Xa •«• ,., ... ... .>. X ,, 

HEMMING, SEAMING, AND 

STITCHING I „ 

BUTTONHOLE i „ 



FISHERMAN'S STITCH FOR 

BRAIDING NETS i Sheet. 

HERRINGBONE i „ 

GRAFTING STOCKING 

MATERIAL i ,, 

STOCKING WEB STITCH i „ 
TRUE MARKING STITCH... i „ 
ALPHABETS for MARKING 6 Sheets 

* * The Room in which Needlework is taught should be hun^ with Demon sir aJion Sheets of various 

Stitches." — Mr. J. K. Blakiston, M.A., in his recently published Volume, "The Teacher's Hints' 
on School Management." 

THE DEMONSTRATION FRAME, for Class Teaching, on 

which the formation of almost any Stitch may be exhibited, is used in the best German Schools. 
It may be had complete with Special Needle and Cord. Price 7^. 6d, 

PLAIN CUTTING OUT FOR STANDARDS IV., V. 

and VI., as now required by the Government Educational Department. Adapted to the 
Principles of Elementary Geometry. Sixth Thousand* Sewed is, 

A SET OF THE DIAGRAMS REFERRED TO IN 

the Book may be had separately, printed on stout paper and Inclosed in an envelope, IJ*. 

PLAIN NEEDLEWORK ARRANGED IN SIX STAND- 

ARDS, with Hints for the Management of Classes, and Appendix on Simultaneous Teaching. 
£i«£hteenth Thousand. Sewed 6 J, 

PLAIN KNITTING AND MENDING, ARRANGED 

in Six Standards, with Diagrams. Twelfth Thousand. Sewed, 6d. 

•^* These works are recommended in the published Code 0/ the Educational Department, 



GRIFFITH AND FARRAN, 
WEST CORNER OF ST. PAUL'S CHURCHYARD, LONDON. 
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